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PREFACE. 


The  occasion  that  prompted  the  publication  of 
this  Souvenir  was  the  Golden  Jubilee  of  the  Order 
of  Providence,  October  22,  1890. 

In  accordance  with  the  modest,  retiring  spirit  of 
the  Sisters,  this  day  was  quietly  celebrated  in  the 
interior  of  their  convents ;  but  their  old  pupils  desired 
the  Fiftieth  Anniversary  of  their  Alma  Mater,  June 
24,  1 89 1,  to  be  a  brilliant  day — a  golden  day — in  its 
history,  and  among  the  preparations  suggested  was 
this  little  book. 

The  Annals  of  the  Community  furnished  the  chief 
source  of  the  history  here  related  ;  but  a  variety  of 
fragments,  as  letters,  articles  from  newspapers,  and 
productions  of  the  pupils,  contributed  to  complete 
the  sketch. 

In  apologizing  for  the  lack  of  literary  merits  in 
this  work,  I  am  tempted  to  blame  the  too  partial 
kindness  of  the  revered  friends  of  St.  Mary's,  that 
led  them  to  suggest  and  encourage  the  publication 

by  one  so  incompetent. 
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6  PREFACE. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  all  deficiencies  will  disappear  in 
considering  their  ardent  desire  to  have  the  history 
of  their  Alma  Mater  and  the  intention  with  which 
it  is  written,  viz.:  to  be  a  testimonial  of  gratitude  to 
loved  teachers  and  an  affectionate  offering  to  all 
their  pupils. 

And  if  this  poor  feeble  pen  lead  one  soul  to  glorify 
and  trust  the  sweet  and  divine  providence  of  God 
that  is  so  clearly  shown  forth  in  the  beautiful  Order 
of  Providence,  or  cause  even  one  to  remember  a 
lesson  learned  in  this  noble  institution  whose  very 
name  reminds  us  of  our  pure  and  Immaculate 
Mother,  its  mission  will  have  been  immensely  great. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

Introduction  —  Origin  of  the  Community  of  the 
Sisters  of  Providence  of  Ruille-sur-Loir — 
Foundation  of  St.  Mary  of  the  Woods — Brief 
Sketch  of  the  Early  Life  of  Mother  Theodore, 
Foundress  of  St.  Mary  of  the  Woods. 


TOURIST  taking  a  survey  of  the  great  West, 
so  celebrated  for  the  grandeur  of  its  for- 
ests, the  wealth  of  its  mines,  the  magnifi- 
cent beauty  of  its  boundless  prairies,  the  sublimity 
of  its  mountains,  and  the  rich  fertility  of  its  well- 
watered  valleys,  beholds  also  every  indication  of  the 
highest  degree  of  civilization  and  refinement.  Even 
all  this  is  found  in  what  might  be  aptly  termed  an 
opening  in  a  forest ;  and  no  wonder  that  he  utters 
an  exclamation  of  surprise,  no  marvel  that  he  asks, 
as  the  conductor  on  the  I.  and  St.  L.  shouts,  "  St. 
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Mary's  !"  :  "  What  is  the  purpose  of  those  buildings 
in  the  distance?"  Tarry,  indulgent  stranger,  and 
hear  the  story  these  massive  buildings,  these  shaded 
avenues,  these  beauteous  walks,  these  noble  forest- 
trees,  these  vine-clad  hillsides,  these  picturesque 
ravines,  have  to  tell ;  your  delay  need  not  be  long, 
for  they  have  a  history  of  only  fifty  years  to  record. 

Yes,  not  many  generations  ago,  the  place  now 
teeming  with  every  evidence  of  progress,  and  every 
proof  of  cultivated  taste  and  art,  was  a  dense  wood, 
where — were  we  to  consider  sound  as  some  scientists 
do,  subjectively — the  great  oaks  fell  noiselessly  to 
the  ground,  and  the  wild  beasts  roamed  silently 
through  the  pathless  forests,  for  then  no  human  ear 
was  there  to  catch  the  sound. 

Time  passed  on;  and  one  cold  October  day,  on  the 
little  knoll  where  now  stands  the  station  at  which 
you,  kind  friend,  alighted,  there  stopped  six  noble- 
minded  and  brave-hearted  women,  in  a  rude  vehicle 
such  as  travellers  in  the  West  then  used.  Here  they 
were  told  by  the  driver :  "  This  is  your  home." 
These  self-sacrificing  ladies  had  come  from  fair  and 
beautiful  France,  the  country  which  has  stood  pre- 
eminent among  the  nations  of  the  earth  in  evangel- 
izing barbarous  regions,  disseminating  the  seeds  of 
Christian  morality,  and  fostering  science  and  art. 
These  six  Sisters  of  Providence  from  Ruille-sur-Loir 
had  bid  farewell   to    their  convent  home  and  their 
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native  land,  to  devote  their  lives  to  the   great  work 

of  religious  education  in  the  wilds  of  America. 

For  the  history  of  their  Order  we  must  take  a  fur- 
ther retrospect — see  the  fair  land  of  a  Charlemagne- 
desolated,  listen  to  the  lamentations  of  an  imprisoned 
Louis  XVI.,  and  recall  the  massacres  of  the  Reign  of 
Terror,  followed  bv  the  devastations  of  an  ambitious 
Napoleon. 

In  this  cursory  glance  at  that  unfortunate  king- 
dom, view  also  its  churches  in  ruins,  almost  every 
trace  of  religion  obliterated  ;  barns  and  stables,  the 
habitations  of  brute  animals,  transformed  into  the 
temples  of  the  great  God — the  Holy  Sacrifice  offered 
in  secrecy  and  fear.  Ah !  thus  has  cruel  tyranny,  in 
the  name  of  liberty,  drawn  groans  and  denunciations 
from  the  very  rocks  of  the  Pyrenees.  And  it  is  not 
far-fetched  to  say  that  any  one  devoted  to  religious 
principles  can  hear,  even  in  America,  echoes  that 
have  been  wafted  from  the  perfumed  valleys  and 
rugged  heights  of  France — echoes  of  the  cries  of 
anguish  that  ascended  from  the  widow  and  the 
orphan  ;  groans  wrenched  from  the  strong  and  manly, 
sighs  of  sorrow  ;  the  wailings  of  distress  that,  com- 
mingling, ascended  on  the  breeze  ;  and  if  a  "  sound 
once  uttered  is  never  destroyed,"  no  wonder  that  even 
at  this  day,  and  in  this  distant  place,  the  dismal 
chorus  re-echoes  in  our  ears.  Such  was  the  condi- 
tion of  affairs  when  the  Concordat  of  1801  restored 
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religious  worship.  Gloomy  enough  appeared  the 
future  for  the  parish  cure  ;  but  the  vocation  of  the 
priest  is  divine,  and  when  the  graces  of  the  calling 
are  corresponded  with,  surprising,  humanly  speaking, 
is  the  result,  and  no  less  astonishing  the  influence 
that  one  truly  zealous  priest  may  exert  even  on 
states  and  nations. 

In  the  north  of  France,  on  the  meandering  banks 
of  the  Loir,  in  the  year  1802,  a  modest  and  unassum- 
ing cure,  Father  Dujarie,  might  be  seen,  evidently  in 
profound  thought.  He  had  experienced  the  miseries 
just  described,  and  he  sighed  for  means  to  soothe 
the  bleeding  heart  of  distress,  to  heal  the  deep 
wounds  that  threatened  to  rankle  in  the  bosom  of 
an  exasperated  people.  He  saw  the  young  growing 
up  without  any  means  of  instruction  in  even  the 
rudiments  of  religion,  and  he  humbly  begged  God  to 
visit  with  His  mercy  this  desolate  land,  to  inspire 
noble,  generous  souls  to  alleviate  this  distress. 

God,  Who  so  often  makes  use  of  the  weak  to  con- 
found the  strong ;  Who  of  old  saved  His  chosen  people 
through  the  instrumentality  of  an  Esther  and  a 
Judith;  Who  made  use  of  a  frail  woman  to  restore 
Gregory  XL  to  the  Eternal  City ;  Who  shook  the 
power  of  a  Frederick  II.  by  a  child  of  only  ten  sum- 
mers, St.  Rose  of  Viterbo  ;  Who  through  an  Isabella's 
influence  and  skill  drove  the  enemy  of  the  Cross 
from  one  of  the  fairest  provinces  of   Christendom, 
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now  uses  the  same  means  to  aid  in  building  up  what. 
ruthless  ambition  had  torn  down. 

Father  Dujarie  had  some  pious  lady-penitents  who 
mourned  as  much  as  he  the  miseries  with  which  they 
were  surrounded.  Yielding  to  the  attractions  of 
grace  and  the  advice  of  their  saintly  confessor,  sev- 
eral of  these  ladies  formed  themselves  into  a  society 
that  they  might  the  more  effectually  benefit  their 
neighbor  by  devoting  their  whole  time  to  teaching 
children  and  relieving  the  sick  poor. 

Soon  Father  Dujarie's  Community  excited  much 
conjecture  throughout  the  vicinity,  some  predicting 
failure,  others  success.  True,  it  was  a  project  that 
bordered  on  the  adventurous,  a  daring  undertaking 
in  those  stormy  days,  and  doubtless  provoked  much 
comment  among  the  idle  and  curious.  The  holy 
founder  saw  with  complacency  the  earnest  will  of  his 
daughters,  as  well  as  the  good  they  were  effecting ; 
however,  he  felt  the  little  Comrrfunity  needed  an  im- 
petus, some  one  of  a  liberal  education  to  give  an 
impulse  to  his  work.  God  gave  him  such  a  one  in 
the  person  of  Mile.  Julia  Josephine  Zoe  Rolland 
du  Roscoat,  daughter  of  the  Count  du  Roscoat,  who, 
like  many  saints  of  illustrious  birth,  longed  for  ob- 
scurity, humiliations,  and  a  life  of  poverty.  She  had 
passed  through  a  series  of  trials  that  would  have 
been  harrowing  to  a  less  noble  nature,  but  they  only 
caused  her  to  thirst  the  more  for  suffering. 
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During  the  Revolution  the  estates  of  Count  du 
Roscoat  were  confiscated,  the  family  forced  to  emi- 
grate, and  Mile,  du  Roscoat  was  obliged  to  help 
support  the  family,  by  using  the  talents  she  had  so 
liberally  received ;  but  after  peace  was  restored  they 
recovered  their  castle  and  part  of  their  estate.  Then 
Mile,  du  Roscoat  was  free  to  devote  her  time  to  the 
service  of  the  poor,  and  each  day' her  longing  for  a 
more  perfect  life  increased. 

At  the  time  of  which  we  speak,  Providence  di- 
rected Father  de  la  Chapelle,  of  the  Society  of  Jesus, 
to  St.  Brieux  to  give  a  mission.  Mile,  du  Roscoat 
attended  the  exercises,  and  revealed  to  the  missionary 
her  yearning  for  poverty,  suffering,  and  obscurity, 
particularly  her  desire  to  devote  herself  to  the  in- 
struction of  the  poor  country  children.  This  zeal- 
ous Jesuit  sent  her  at  once  to  his  friend,  Father  Du- 
jarie,  into  whose  views  he  had  entered  enthusiastically. 
Mile,  du  Roscoat,  being  an  accomplished  lady,  thor- 
oughly educated  and  as  holy  as  she  was  noble,  gave 
the  desired  impetus,  and  became  the  foundress  of 
the  Sisters  of  Providence  of  Ruille-sur-Loir.  Pos- 
tulants flocked  in,  and  in  a  few  years  every  diocese 
in  France  had  obtained  the  service  of  the  Sisters  of 
Providence  of  Ruille-sur-Loir. 

Years  rolled  on  in  quick  succession ;  religious 
sprang  up,  as  if  by  magic,  from  the  fertile  soil  of 
France.     It  is  1840,  and  Rt.  Rev.  Simon  Brute,  of  the 
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diocese  of  Vincennes,  commissions  Rev.  Celestine 
de  la  Hailandiere  to  seek  laborers  for  his  extensive 
though  uncultivated  vineyard.  He  hears  of  Ruille\ 
that  has  obtained  celebrity  as  a  teaching  community. 
He  hastens  to  the  convent,  tells  his  mission,  and  six 
valiant  women  volunteer  to  sever  every  tie,  to  leave 
home  and  kindred,  and,  what  was  dearer,  their  cher- 
ished convent,  to  found  an  asylum  for  religion,  art, 
and  science  amid  the  forests  of  Indiana. 

These  were  the  six  heroic  laborers  in  the  cause  of 
truth  that  on  October  22,  1840,  stepped  from  the 
rude  stage-coach  which  had  brought  them  from  Vin- 
cennes to  what  the  driver  called  "  their  home." 
Let  us  listen  to  the  description  of  "  their  home  " 
given  by  the  leader  of  those  apostolic  women, 
Mother  Theodore. 

'"  Sisters,  you  may  descend  ;  you  are  at  home.' 

"We  did  so.  What  was  our  surprise,  after  having 
left  the  carriage,  to  find  ourselves  still  in  the  midst  of 
the  woods  !  There  was  no  village  to  be  seen — no,  not 
even  a  house.  Our  guide,  Rev.  Father  Buteaux, 
having  dismissed  the  driver,  snowed  us  the  way 
down  a  small  hill.  Then  we  perceived  a  frame-house 
among  the  trees.  '  It  is  in  that  house,'  said  the 
Reverend  Father,  '  that  the  postulants  awaiting  your 
arrival  have  a  room  ;  there  you  will  lodge.', 

"We  had  resolved  that  our  first  visit  would  be  to 
the  Blessed  Sacrament,  and  that  we  would  speak  to 
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no  one  before  having  satisfied  that  greatest  need  of 
our  hearts.  The  priest  showed  us  the  way  ;  we  fol- 
lowed in  silence  and  entered  the  church. 

"  Behold  the  abode  of  the  God  of  the  universe  !  be- 
hold that  stable,  in  comparison  with  which  those  of 
the  cattle  in  France  are  fine !  Here  the  Lamb  of 
God  is  offered  in  sacrifice  every  day  for  the  living 
and  the  dead.  Here  He  abides  day  and  night  in  a 
small  pyx  in  which  the  priest  can  hardly  insert  two 
of  his  fingers.  No  tabernacle,  no  altar ;  for  surely 
that  name  cannot  be  applied  to  three  boards,  four  feet 
wide,  resting  upon  pieces  of  wood  at  the  corners,  and 
supported  in  front  by  two  sticks  !  This  is  the  church 
of  the  place,  and  also  our  chapel ;  moreover,  it  is  the 
priest's  room,  although  its  size  is  only  14  X  12  feet. 

"  Dear  little  chapel !  long  wilt  thou  live  in  the 
memory  of  the  Sisters  of  Providence,  not  because  of 
thy  elegance,  but  of  thy  very  rudeness  that  spoke  in 
pathetic  eloquence  the  stupendous  miracle  of  love — 
a  God  dwelling  in  such  obscurity,  such  abject  pov- 
erty, merely  to  comfort  the  children  of  men  !  Pre- 
cious chapel !  thy  simple  history  has  been  told  by 
one  of  the  Sisters  in  the  following  lines: 

"'A  HIDDEN  TREASURE. 

"  '  In  a  dense  and  mighty  forest, 
Lo,  a  poor  log  hut  is  seen  ; 
Hidden  truly  in  the  woodland, 
Hidden  by  the  thickest  screen. 


Wm.B.BarfisrH.lith. 
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" '  Far  and  wide  no  human  dwelling 
Can  by  wanderer,  be  descried ; 
Is  it  here  some  hermit  liveth, 
From  the  noisy  world  aside  ? 

"  '  Is  it  ?     Hearken  !     Mother  telleth  : 
"  See  our  chapel,  church  and  all, 
This  the  house  of  God  of  heaven  ! 
Enter,  for  we've  heard  His  call." 

"  'Yes,  from  sunny  France  He  calls  us, 
In  this  forest  He  abides  ; 
Waiting,  waiting,  longing,  longing, 
For  His  disembarking  brides. 

"'We  would  gladly  here  have  found  Him 
Throned  on  marble  altar  grand  ; 
Temple  like  Diana's  marvel, 
Finest  built  in  olden  land. 

"  'Such  and  finer  does  He  merit, 
But  His  prophet  true  hath  said  : 
"  Hidden  God,  with  us  Thou  dwellest 
Even  'neath  our  rudest  shed." 

"  '  In  this  cabin  lonely  watching, 
He  will  meekly  with  us  hide; 
He  will  feed  us,  love  and  guide  us: 
Need  we  more  on  earth  beside  ? ' " 

On  that  October  evening  costly  basilicas  were 
resounding  with  words  of  burning  eloquence  portray- 
ing God's  love  for  man;  a  Cure  d'Ars  was  engaged 
in  sublime  contemplation  ;  Christian  souls  on  Africa's 
soil  and  Asia's  plains,  the  young,  the  aged,  the  sor- 
rowing,  the  innocent,  the   repentant,  no  doubt   on 
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that  evening,  with  hands  uplifted,  adored  the  Creator 
of  this  vast  universe,  and  offered  to  Him  the  incense 
of  devout  and  ardent  prayer ;  but  as  the  angels 
stooped  to  catch  those  harmonious  melodies,  was 
there  one  more  pleasing  to  the  God  of  harmony  than 
the  fervent  petitions  that  ascended  from  humble 
hearts  in  that  rude  hut  in  the  forest? 

Let  us  continue  the  Reverend  Mother's  narrative: 
"  I  return  to  the  moment  we  entered  the  chapel. 
After  having  prayed,  wept,  thanked  God  for  the 
past,  asked  for  a  continuance  of  His  protection  for 
the  future,  and  placed  ourselves  and  our  undertak- 
ings under  the  special  care  of  Mary,  we  came  out  to 
welcome  the  postulants.  They  took  us  to  a  small 
apartment  which  good  farmer  Thralls  had  given  to 
them,  and  which  served  as  refectory,  recreation- 
room,  work-room,  dormitory,  etc.  It  is  in  this  poor 
room  we  are  installed  ;  and  it  is  here  we  continue  to 
dwell,  far  from  the  habitation  of  man." 

Such  was  "  their  home."  Such  was  St.  Mary's 
fifty  years  ago.  Six  helpless  women  in  a  strange 
country,  in  the  midst  of  the  forest,  with  starvation 
staring  them  in  the  face,  "  far  from  the  habitation  of 
man."  Might  not  manly  hearts  have  shrunk  from 
difficulties  so  appalling,  without  being  accused  of 
cowardice?  We  read  that  even  the  greatest  saints 
have  experienced  human  weakness  when  they  re- 
called   the    cheerful    hearth,    the    cherished    friends 
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they  had  forsaken.  No  wonder,  then,  if  these  noble 
women  had  cast  a  wistful  glance  on  all  they  had  re- 
linquished to  glorify  God  and  benefit  mankind  ;  but 
no  thought  of  discouragement  disturbed  their  peace 
of  mind — and  why?  Because  they  had  implicit  con- 
fidence in  the  providence  of  God,  in  her  also  whom 
He  had  given  them  to  be  their  guide,  to  be  their 
mother. 

They  knew  full  well  the  ability  of  Mother  Theo- 
dore, whom  we  shall  now  introduce  as  the  foundress 
of  the  Sisters  of  Providence  of  St.  Mary  of  the 
Woods.  They  had  seen  her  bring  order  out  of 
chaos  in  the  schools  of  Rennes ;  they  knew  her 
tried  and  solid  virtue,  based  on  deep  and  genuine 
humility  ;  and  to  her  wise  guidance,  with  the  sim- 
plicity of  children,  they  intrusted  their  future :  nor 
was  their  confidence  misplaced. 

Mother  Theodore  was  no  ordinary  woman.  Born 
in  Brittany,  France,  in  1798,  she  had  scarcely  emerged 
from  infancy  into  childhood  days,  when  the  war- 
cloud  burst — the  thunders  of  the  Revolution  rever- 
berated among  the  mountains  and  valleys  of  that 
ill-fated  kingdom,  which  was  deluged  in  blood.  Our 
heroine  witnessed  the  scenes  of  horror,  and  knew  the 
miseries  of  war.  Besides  these  experiences  of  so 
painful  a  nature,  God  seemed  to  throw  a  shade  of 
sorrow  of  a  personal  character  about  her  young  life, 
that  she  might   early  learn   the   fragility  of  earthly 
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happiness  and  the  instability  of  even  domestic  tran- 
quillity. 

Her  father,  in  the  capacity  of  an  officer,  accompa- 
nied Napoleon  in  his  Spanish  campaign,  after  which 
no  tidings  of  him  were  ever  heard.  This  was  a  great 
affliction  for  the  family,  particularly  for  Madame 
Guerin,  who  had  become  enfeebled  by  the  trying 
scenes  through  which  she  had  passed.  When  the 
anxious  months  faded  into  years  and  her  husband 
did  not  return,  disappointment,  grief,  anxious  wait- 
ing, age,  feeble  health,  all  combined  to  make  her 
seemingly  a  confirmed  invalid.  Mile.  Guerin,  later 
known  as  Mother  Theodore,  saw  in  all  these  circum- 
stances the  designs  of  God  ;  and  all  served  to  make 
manifest  to  her  His  will  in  her  regard.  From  early 
youth  she  had  desired  to  dedicate  her  life  entirely 
to  the  service  of  God.  Having  learned  to  appreci- 
ate the  austere  virtues  that  sanctified  a  Paul  in  his 
desert,  an  Anthony  in  his  monastery,  a  Jerome  in 
his  cave,  and  a  Scholastica  in  her  convent,  she  longed 
to  acquire  these  sublime  virtues;  but  being  a  true 
daughter  of  the  Church,  and  animated  with  the 
spirit  of  truth  of  which  holy  Church  is  the  guardian, 
she  knew  that  these  virtues  could  be,  by  various 
means,  all  blended  into  one — submission  to  the  will 
of  God. 

To  comfort  and  care  for  her  aged  mother  was  to 
be   henceforth  her  duty.      Did  she  mourn   for  the 
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sanctifying  atmosphere  of  the  convent?  Was  her 
mind  agitated  and  disturbed?  No;  such  is  not 
sanctity.  No  frown  clouded  her  brow,  no  anxiety 
ruffled  the  tranquillity  of  her  soul.  Her  isolated 
home  in  Brittany  was  her  convent.  Apparently, 
the  pleasure  of  her  mother  was  her  one  absorbing 
thought. 

A  thousand  delicate  attentions  that  only  a  loving 
daughter  can  invent  were  lavished  on  that  invalid. 
Nothing  that  tenderness  could  suggest  or  love  pro- 
cure was  left  unsought  to  render  happy  the  last 
years  of  that  devoted  Christian  mother.  Personal 
sacrifices  of  time,  of  taste,  or  of  labor,  were  only  con- 
sidered privileges  by  this  gifted  daughter. 

A  melancholy  had  settled  over  her  mother  which 
Mile.  Guerin  wished  to  dispel.  For  this  purpose, 
she  spent  hours  each  day  reading  to  her.  Owing  to 
the  faith,  piety,  and  enthusiasm  of  the  French  char- 
acter, no  species  of  literature  is  so  attractive  as  ha- 
giology,  around  which  the  French  writers  have 
thrown  so  soft,  so  poetic  a  charm.  The  lives  of  the 
saints,  then,  were  read  day  by  day,  and  not  unprofit- 
ably.  Gradually  her  mother's  physical  strength  re- 
turned, and  with  it  her  wonted  gayety. 

Madame  Guerin's  youngest  daughter  married,  and 
happiness  and  prosperity,  after  years  of  struggle  and 
patient  waiting,  reigned  in  the  Guerin  homestead. 
Mile.  Guerin  had  never  spoken  to  her  loved  parent 
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of  her  desire  to  enter  the  religious  state;  but  a 
mother's  detecting  eye  had  fathomed  her  secret,  and 
one  day  at  dinner  Madame  Guerin  thus  addressed 
her  :  "  My  daughter,  you  wish  to  become  a  religious. 
Go,  my  child  ;  I  will  be  no  hindrance  to  your  voca- 
tion." Saying  this,  she  hastened  from  the  room. 
A  great  sacrifice  had  been  consummated,  and  weak 
nature  groaned  aloud,  but  the  spirit  said :  "  Thy 
will,  O  God,  be  done." 

What  is  the  keynote  to  this  life  which  may  truly 
appear  an  ideal  one,  in  some  particulars  at  least  ? 
What  the  hidden  spring  which  when  touched  reveals 
the  inner  beauty  of  her  soul  ?  Serenity  of  mind, 
goodness  of  heart,  loftiness  of  purpose  were  im- 
pressed on  every  feature,  and  gave  even  to  her  out- 
ward self  so  peculiar  a  charm  that  to  see  her  was  to 
love  her. 

Shall  I  lift  the  veil  that  separated  the  exterior  and 
interior  life  of  Mile.  Guerin?  Shall  I  make  known 
the  secret  of  that  self-abnegation,  that  imperturb- 
able suavity,  that  untiring  devotedness?  Or  will 
it  be  offensive  to  the  sensibilities  of  a  luxurious 
age  to  hear  the  secret  of  true  greatness?  It  is 
sometimes  said  that  we  are  becoming  utilitarians 
— that  nothing  save  material  beauty  or  utility  can 
claim  the  appreciation  of  the  American.  I  like  to 
consider  these  remarks  slanders  fabricated  from 
sheer  envy.     For  I  love  to  think  of  our  nation  as  an 
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intellectual  people,  not  slaves  of  the  senses.  If  the 
cloud  capped  mountain,  the  roaring  cataract,  the 
majestic  oak  send  a  thrill  through  the  heart  of  man, 
why  should  not  a  glimpse  of  moral  sublimity  be 
equally  inspiring  ?  If  we  have  not  the  courage  to 
scale  these  rugged  heights  of  sanctity,  if  we  dare 
not  imitate,  if  we  only  bow  in  mute  admiration, 
shall  we  be  rendered  less  noble  by  having  contem- 
plated sanctity  in  others  ?  Therefore,  relying  on  the 
elevated  standard  of  taste  found  among  the  youth 
of  the  fairest  and  greatest  of  republics,  I  shall  lift 
the  veil,  and  divulge  the  secret.  It  consists  precisely 
in  this :  love  of  her  suffering  God  and  His  special 
heritage,  the  cross,  which  implies  self-abnegation  and 
unwearied  zeal  for  souls. 

Even  as  a  child,  Mile.  Guerin  loved  to  meditate 
on  the  Passion  of  Christ.  She  tells  us  that  whenever 
she  found  duty  irksome,  or  a  sacrifice  painful,  she 
cast  a  glance  at  Christ  when  He  met  His  blessed 
Mother.  She  beheld  that  bruised  and  bleeding  face 
as  the  Saviour  of  the  world  tried  to  rise  from  the 
crushing  weight  of  the  cross.  Then  in  spirit  she 
would  place  her  lips  to  those  blood-stained  foot- 
prints, and  there,  on  Calvary's  summit,  she  drank  in 
those  lofty  inspirations  that  made  her  life  so  appar- 
ently ideal.  Even  when  a  child,  she  led  a  devout 
life.  She  was  not  a  half-way  Catholic.  With  her 
the  salvation  and  sanctification  of  the  soul  was  the 
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one  and  only  end  of  her  creation.  She  understood 
this  in  a  practical  sense,  and  acted  accordingly.  As 
a  child  of  twelve  years,  examination  of  conscience 
meant  more  than  a  cursory  review  of  the  non-observ- 
ance of  commandments,  followed  by  an  act  of  con- 
trition proceeding  from  the  lips.  She  soon  learned 
that  she  had  an  imagination  to  control,  senses  to 
mortify,  a  perverse  and  strong  will  to  direct,  the 
science  of  prayer  to  learn,  humility  and  obedience  to 
acquire;  but  the  means  to  do  all  this  were  potent, 
and  she  hesitated  not  to  use  them,  even  if  severe 
measures  were  necessary. 

If  her  active  imagination  caused  her  prayers  to  be 
badly  said,  then  some  sense,  the  taste  or  smell,  paid 
the  penalty  by  denying  it  some  legitimate  gratifica- 
tion. As  she  advanced  in  years  she  grew  in  grace 
and  virtue  ;  her  love  for  prayer  increased,  and  this 
happy  facility,  combined  with  the  peculiar  circum- 
stances before  related,  aided  by  the  grace  of  God, 
brought  about  the  model  daughter  and  the  Christian 
woman. 

During  the  long  years  that  anarchy  and  civil  broils 
distracted  France,  Mile,  de  Guerin  visited  the  de- 
serted churches,  spending  hours  at  a  time  prostrate 
before  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  communing  with  the 
great  God  of  the  universe,  begging  mercy  for  her 
cherished  country ;  nor  did  she  hesitate  to  unite 
fastings  to  vigils,  for  she  believed  that  prayer  is  good 
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with  penance.  Such  was  Mile,  de  Guerin,  who 
knocked  at  the  gates  of  Ruille-sur-Loir  in  1823  and 
begged  admission.  She  was  received  with  open 
arms  by  Mother  Mary,  and  soon  her  extraordinary 
qualities  were  discovered.  She  needed  not  to  be 
taught  how  to  pray  and  how  to  do  penance — with 
these  she  was  familiar  from  her  youth  ;  nor  did  her 
heart  yearn  for  those  she  had  left.  She  could  truth- 
fully re-echo  the  sentiments  of  the  great  Lacordaire : 
"  Having  learned  to  love  Jesus  Christ,  I  know  of  no 
earthly  love." 

Mother  Mary  valued  the  virtue  and  prudence  of 
the  young  novice,  who,  aided  by  wise  spiritual  direc- 
tion and  the  retirement  of  the  cloister,  made  rapid 
advance  in  the  paths  of  perfection.  She  was  thor- 
oughly imbued  wTith  the  spirit  of  her  vocation,  and, 
after  God,  the  young  held  the  greatest  place  in  her 
affections.  She  was  well  suited  to  the  religious  life, 
for  her  intellectual  capabilities,  which  had  been  care- 
fully developed  in  her  retirement,  were  equal  to  her 
moral  excellences.  Of  mature  years,  possessing  keen 
penetration  and  a  correct  judgment,  she  was  early 
placed  in  charge  of  the  largest  establishments  of  the 
Community.  It  is  not  surprising,  then,  that  her  early 
companions  believed  implicitly  that  divine  aid  would 
be  granted  her  in  the  accomplishment  of  the  great 
work  before  them. 
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CHAPTER  II. 

First  Convent— First  Academy— Arrival  of  Mlle 
Irma  Le  Fer  de  la  Motte — Losses  by  Fire- 
Mother  Theodore  Returns  to  France— Kindness 
of  the  Keeper  of  the  Seals,  M.  Martin  du  Nord 
— Audience  with  Queen  Amelia  —  Interest  of 
Mgr.  de  Forbin-Jansen,  Bishop  of  Nancy  and 
Toul. 

other  Theodore  and  her  heroic  co-la- 
borers spent  the  winter  of  1840  in  Mr. 
Thrall's  house.  This  worthy  gentleman 
vacated  not  only  the  small  apartment  before  de- 
scribed, but  also,  as  we  learn  from  her  journal,  n  the 
half  of  a  garret  in  which  are  eight  trundle-beds. 
This  odd  dormitory  is  located  immediately  under 
the  roof,  consisting  of  thin  shingles  so  far  apart  that 
the  wind  and  the  rain  make  our  dormitory  very  cold. 
Behold  our  condition  !  But  did  we  not  come  here  to 
suffer  something  for  God's  sake — we  who  were  so 
well  off  before  coming?" 

In  November  the  house  was  bought  from  the 
good  farmer,  and  the  Community  was  left  in  entire 
possession  of  it  November  27,  1840.  Behold  the 
first  Providence  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Mary  of  the 
Woods!     Fantastic    convent    indeed!    Behold    the 
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novel  cloisters  that  are  to  resound  to  the  gentle 
footfalls  of  the  retired  virgin  ;  the  cells  to  be  sancti- 
fied by  the  rapturous  pleadings  and  acts  of  burning 
adoration  that  spontaneously  spring  from  the  heart 
of  those  encompassed  by  incomparable  virginity  ;  see 
the  court-yard  where,  to  relieve  poor,  weak  nature, 
God's  chosen  ones  regale  mind  and  body  by  drinking 
in  draughts  of  refreshing  beauty  from  tiny  flowerets, 
rippling  rivulets,  sparkling  fountains!  "The  forest 
is  our  cloister,  our  house  as  an  oak  in  the  plain." 
Rude,  without  architectural  merit,  was  this  first  con- 
vent in  the  woods  ;  but,  amid  the  thorns  of  mortifica- 
tion, of  hardships  and  privations,  virtues  bloomed 
of  which  convents  of  the  Old  World,  possessing  all 
that  is  so  conducive  to  the  development  of  holiness, 
might  well  be  proud.  And  though  prosperity  has 
smiled  upon  them,  the  Sisters  revert  lovingly  to  this 
first  home  of  theirs.  In  this  modest  dwelling  the 
severe  winter  of  1 840  was  spent;  we  may  imagine 
with  how  much  suffering,  from  the  following  lines  of 
Mother  Theodore's  journal : 

"We  were  obliged  to  have  our  cooking  done  out- 
of-doors  ;  it  was  not  very  difficult  to  manage  :  some 
pork  and  salt  beef  constituted  all  our  provisions  ;  .  .  . 
we  were  sometimes  even  in  want  of  bread,  shoes,  etc. 
All  these  privations,  far  from  diminishing  the  cour- 
age of  the  Sisters,  made  them  more  cheerful.  Never 
was  a  complaint  expressed  in  my  presence,  never  a 
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regret  for  what  had  been  left ;  their  patience  and 
fervor  were  my  greatest  and  sweetest  consolation." 

Not  far  from  this  odd  convent  Bishop  Brute  had 
commenced  a  brick  building  destined  to  be  the  first 
Academy.  We  shall  listen  to  Mother  Theodore's 
impressions  on  first  seeing  it,  as  written  to  her 
friends  in  1841  :  "It  is  a  castle  of  the  times  of 
chivalry,  so  concealed  by  the  trees  that  it  can  only 
be  seen  when  very  near  it ;  still,  trees  have  been 
felled  for  its  erection.  It  is  a  fine  brick  building, 
46x25  feet,  two  stories  high,  and  has  five  windows 
in  front.  The  corner-stone  of  this  house  was  blessed 
August  17,  1840." 

Such  was  the  first  Academy,  opened  in  the  spring 
of  1 841.  Certainly,  the  lofty  boughs  of  the  gigantic 
green-robed  monarchs  which  stood  sponsors  for  the 
Academy  on  that  memorable  August  17th  must  have 
wafted  peculiar  and  eloquent  cadences  throughout 
the  length  and  breadth  of  this  mighty  land,  else  how 
did  those  of  the  highest  social  position  hear  of  the 
school  situated  in  profound  solitude,  tucked  away 
among  the  forest-trees?  Precious  children!  First- 
born brought  forth  amid  tears  and  lamentations  and 
groans !  You  know  not  how  dear  you  are  to  the 
Sisters  of  Providence !  You  little  realized,  much- 
loved  pupils,  as  you  nestled  near  the  devoted  heart 
of  Mother  Theodore,  the  mingled  feelings  of  joy, 
gratitude,  and  love  filling  that  heart,  as  with  warm 
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embrace  she  welcomed  you  to  her  school  in  the 
forest.  For  you  she  had  suffered  the  pangs  of 
hunger  and  the  piercing  cold  of  wintry  blasts.  Call 
it  not  effeminacy  if  she  holds  you  long  in  a  fond 
embrace  and  dwells  with  complacency  on  every 
feature.  You  are  the  first-fruits  of  sacrifice.  And 
you  are  not  the  daughters  of  the  red  man,  but  the 
daughters  of  the  legislators  of  our  land.  Your 
youthful  voices  are  the  first  to  make  glad  the  halls 
of  that  modest  academy. 

Should  these  lines,  this  wood-cut,  meet  the  eyes 
of  these  first-born  children,  will  they  not  awaken  a 
train  of  pleasing  memories  ?  Will  they  not  see 
again  the  grand  forest  through  which  they  gam- 
bolled, the  mossy  banks  they  frequented  ;  the  violets, 
the  spring  beauties,  they  so  joyfully  gathered  ?  But, 
above  all,  will  they  not  recall  the  words  of  advice, 
the  principles  of  morality,  the  integrity  of  thought, 
the  singleness  of  purpose,  that  Mother  Theodore 
endeavored  to  implant  in  the  minds  of  her  children? 
Fifty  years  have  passed  since  then,  and  those  pre- 
cious ones  have  become  the  wives,  nay,  the  mothers 
of  our  famous  statesmen.  Husbands,  fathers,  and 
sons,  throughout  this  free  and  glorious  land,  have 
had  cause  to  bless  the  school  in  the  forest — Mother 
Theodore's  school — wherein  were  instilled  into  the 
minds  of  the  young  those  principles  of  morality  that, 
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when  developed,  constitute  the  Christian  wife,  the 
Christian  mother. 

Precious  children  !  Since  you  left  your  "  wood- 
land home  "  you  have  been  the  pride  of  honorable 
fathers,  as  the  brilliant  light  of  the  festive  hall  re- 
vealed your  exquisite  and  modest  beauty.  You 
have  graced  the  drawing-room  ;  but  has  the  guiding- 
star  of  your  conduct  been  the  early  lessons  of  Chris- 
tian virtue  taught  you  in  the  school  among  the  oaks? 
If  so,  then  nobly  repaid  are  all  those  privations, 
those  sufferings  and  sorrows  that  brought  into 
existence  St.  Mary  of  the  Woods. 

In  the  spring  of  1841,  beginning  to  hope  for  the  per- 
manency of  her  little  colony,  Mother  Theodore  wrote 
to  Mother  Mary  and  besought  her  to  send  Sister 
Francis  Xavier,  nee  Mile.  Irma  le  Fer  de  la  Motte. 
This  young  religious,  as  her  name  indicates,  was  of 
honorable  lineage  among  the  nobility  of  St.  Servan, 
Brittany.  Mile,  le  Fer  was  a  most  accomplished  lady. 
She  had  applied  herself,  during  the  early  years  of 
her  life,  to  belles-lettres,  and  had  taste  for  poetry, 
composing  with  ease  and  elegance.  She  v/as  equally 
fond  of  Latin,  which  she  had  successfully  mastered, 
and  was  also  an  artist  of  no  mean  merit.  But  desira- 
ble as  were  these  qualifications  in  those  days,  when 
accomplished  and  efficient  teachers  were  so  needed, 
her  rare  virtues  made  her  far  more  attractive  to 
Mother  Theodore.    Besides,  she  came  to  Ruill6  that 
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she  might  prepare  herself  for  the  American  mission  ; 
but  owing  to  her  always  delicate  health,  Mother 
Mary  objected  for  a  time.  Acquiescing,  however, 
to  Mother  Theodore's  request,  she  allowed  Sister 
St.  Francis  to  start  for  America  the  last  day  of  July, 
1 84 1.  She  arrived  at  St.  Mary's  the  7th  of  Novem- 
ber of  the  same  year,  to  the  great  joy  of  Mother 
Theodore  and  the  Sisters.  The  details  of  this 
saintly  woman's  labors  are  given  in  her  "  Life  and 
Letters,"  recently  published  under  the  title  of  "An 
Apostolic  Woman." 

The  new  work  prospered  ;  thick  wood  gave  place 
to  broad  fields  covered  with  golden  grain  ;  but  lo ! 
how  often  when  the  smiling  landscape  is  flooded 
with  light  it  is  unexpectedly  shrouded  in  darkness! 
Some  one  has  aptly  said  :  "  The  wedding-chime  and 
funeral-knell  commingle  in  life's  song."  After  the 
harvest  had  been  gathered  into  the  farm-house,  in 
the  autumn  of  1842,  a  destructive  fire  consumed  all 
their  winter  provisions  and  implements  of  hus- 
bandry. Though  God  inspired  friends  whose  gen- 
erosity and  sympathy,  in  a  measure,  redeemed  the 
loss,  yet  they  suffered  many  deprivations  occasioned 
by  this  conflagration. 

For  the  purpose  of  soliciting  aid,  Mother  Theodore 
and  Sister  M.  Cecilia,  a  young  American  novice, 
started  for  France  May  1,  1843.  It  would  far  exceed 
the  limits  of  these  brief  outlines  to  give  the  details 
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of  this  long  and  perilous  voyage,  or  the  fatigue, 
anxiety,  and  disappointments  endured  during  their 
stay  in  France.  The  event,  however,  is  one  of  so 
much  importance  that  we  shall  at  least  allude  to  its 
salient  features.  They  arrived  in  France  at  an  un- 
propitious  time.  The  numerous  demands  on  charity 
had  drained  the  resources  of  the  poor,  while  those  of 
means  were  absent  at  their  country  seats.  For  a 
time  they  were  sorely  distressed,  till  Providence,  in 
a  singular  and  striking  manner,  came  to  their  assist- 
ance. We  shall  allow  the  worthy  foundress  to  re- 
late the  circumstances. 

"  Having  gone  to  the  Castle  Brissac,  three  miles 
distant,  I  was  directing  Sister  Mary  Cecilia's  atten- 
tion to  the  beautiful  architecture, — those  superb 
towers,  those  arches  and  battlements  which  make 
that  castle  a  precious  monument  among  the  gigantic 
constructions  of  the  middle  ages.  Sister  M.  Cecilia 
was  still  admiring  those  beauties,  when  we  were  told 
that  the  Marchioness  of  Brissac  would  give  us  an 
audience,  a  favor  we  had  not  solicited.  We  entered, 
and  were  received  by  the  pious  Marquis  and  Mar- 
chioness with  demonstrations  of  the  most  tender 
benevolence.  They  gave  us  offerings,  and  soon 
after  sent  us  letters  of  recommendation  to  persons  of 
the  most  distinguished  rank  in  the  capital.  It  was  so 
late,  however,  when  we  reached  Paris  that  we  found 
none  of  those  for  whom  we  had  letters.     Only  one 
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remained  in  our  hands.     It  was  directed  to  Mile.  Le- 
brouche, at  the  Chancellor's  office.     We   passed  by 
the  Place  Vendome  more  than  once,  but  we  did  not 
even  look  towards  the  Chancellor's  office,  thinking  it 
would  be  useless  to  present  ourselves  there.     Sister 
M.  Cecilia  begged  me  to  make  one  more  trial  and  use 
the  last  letter.    I  yielded  through  mere  complaisance, 
feeling  great   reluctance  to  call.     The   ministers   of 
Louis  Philippe  lived  there.     They  were  the  men  ac- 
tually in  power.    What  could  two  strangers,  especially 
religious,  expect  from  those  men  ?    Having  presented 
ourselves  at  the  door,  we  asked  for  Mile.  Lebrouche, 
and  were  told  she  was  with  the  young  ladies  whose 
governess  slie  was.     Their  father  was  the  Keeper  of 
the  Seals,  Minister  of  Justice,  etc.     Mile.  Lebrouche 
received   us  with   great   kindness,  and    promised   to 
speak  in  our  favor  to  the  Master  of  the  Seals.     In  fact, 
the  next  morning,  before  eight  o'clock,  she  sent  us  a 
letter  announcing  that  his  Excellency  would  grant 
us  an  audience  at  nine  o'clock.    We  failed  not  to  go, 
and  found  the  Minister  well  disposed.     He  engaged 
himself  to  help  us  with  all  his  influence,  and  truly  he 
kept  his  word  ;  for  from  that  day  till  our  departure 
from  France  he  was  a  most  kind  friend.    His  first  ad- 
vice was  for  us  to  address  ourselves  to  the  Queen. 
'You  must,'  he  said,  'write  to  the  Queen.     I  shall 
myself  deliver  your  letter.     Ask  for  an  audience — 
nothing  else.'     We  did  as  he  advised  ;  and  this  gen- 
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tleman  not  only  took  our  letter  to  St.  Cloud,  but,  not 
being  able  to  speak  to  the  Queen,  he  handed  the  let- 
ter to  the  King,  asking  his  Majesty  to  be  our  friend 
near  his  royal  consort.  Immediately  after  his  return 
from  court,  M.  Martin  du  Nord  told  us  what  he  had 
done,  and  bade  us  hope.  He  also  desired  us  to  let 
him  know  as  soon  as  we  should  receive  an  answer 
from  the  Queen,  assuring  us,  whatever  hour  we  should 
wish  to  communicate  anything  to  him,  his  office 
would  be  open.  The  answer  did  not  come  for  a  week. 
M.  Martin  du  Nord  became  uneasy,  sent  for  us,  and 
said  we  must  write  again.  I  had  to  improvise. a  letter 
on  the  Minister's  desk,  but  it  proved  unnecessary, 
for  that  evening,  as  we  entered  the  Visitation  Mon- 
astery, the  Rev.  Mother  handed  me  a  letter  from  the 
Queen,  who  said  she  would  go  from  St.  Cloud  to  the 
Tuileries  the  following  Monday  at  I  P.M.,  to  see  us 
there.  At  the  hour  appointed  we  went  to  the  Tui- 
leries. Her  Majesty,  Queen  Amelia,  had  been  for 
some  minutes  awaiting  us.  We  were  introduced  into 
her  apartments,  and  a  few  moments  later  she  entered, 
gave  us  a  most  gracious  welcome,  bade  us  sit  by  her 
side,  and  inquired  about  our  position  as  a  tender 
mother  might  have  done,  listening  with  a  lively  in- 
terest to  all  our  details.  She  showed  a  special  kind- 
ness to  Sister  M.  Cecilia,  and  spoke  English  with  her. 
Finally,  after  having  manifested  the  most  encourag- 
ing sympathy  for  our  work,  she  asked  what  we  de- 
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sired  of  her.  I  answered  that  I  should  consider  it  a 
great  favor  if  she  would  pay  our  voyage  to  America. 
1  Your  voyage  shall  be  paid,'  she  immediately  an- 
swered. Then  she  added  :  '  It  is  not  enough.  You 
must  have  something  when  you  will  be  in  your  forest. 
I  will  here  make  a  collection  for  you.  The  King  and 
my  children  shall  contribute.'  Leaving  the  Queen's 
apartments,  we  passed  into  those  of  Madame  Ade- 
laide, the  King's  sister.  Her  Royal  Highness  re- 
ceived us  graciously,  informed  herself  minutely  of 
all  that  related  to  our  work,  and  was  truly  good  to 
us. 

"Certain  of  the  protection  of  the  Queen  and  her 
sister-in-law,  we  left  the  palace,  our  hearts  fuil  of 
gratitude  to  God  and  affection  for  the  Queen.  She 
had  said  to  us  sweet  words  that  go  straight  to  the 
heart,  words  so  seldom  given  to  poor  collectors,  and, 
our  hearts  overflowing  with  gratitude,  we  hastened 
to  the  Church  of  Notre  Dame  des  Victoires,  and  there 
shed  tears  at  the  feet  of  our  protectress  and  our 
Mother. 

"  M.  Martin  du  Nord  was  moved  at  our  recital  of 
the  Queen's  kindness. 

"  Thanks  to  the  protection  of  Queen  Amelia,  we 
soon  had  the  patronage  of  several  high  personages. 
Monseigneur  de  Forbin-Jansen,  Bishop  of  Nancy  and 
Toul,  then  residing  in  Paris,  was  a  kind  father.  His 
mansion  was  open  to  us  at  all  hours.    We  were  even 
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admitted  to  his  table,  though  contrary  to  his  custom 
to  admit  ladies.  He  pleasantly  remarked  to  his  co- 
adjutor :  '  My  dear  sir,  the  Sisters  of  St.  Mary  of  the 
Woods  are  angels,  not  women.  This  is  the  reason 
you  see  them  here.'  He  objected  to  our  walking 
through  the  streets  of  Paris,  and  he  himself  furnished 
us  with  a  carriage.  He  even  preached  a  sermon  for 
our  benefit  in  the  church  of  St.  Roch.  The  arch- 
bishop of  Paris,  at  the  request  of  the  Keeper  of  the 
Seals,  allowed  the  priests  of  Paris  to  preach  in  favor 
of  our  Community.  Thus  were  our  tears  of  sorrow 
changed  into  tears  of  joy.  At  the  moment  of  em- 
barking at  Havre,  we  received  from  the  Queen  a  last 
token  of  friendship — her  portrait,  which  shall  ever 
be  kept  in  our  Community  as  a  treasure." 

Thus  cared  for  by  Providence,  Mother  Theodore, 
Sister  M.  Cecilia,  and  two  postulants  started  for 
their  American  home. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

Homeward  Voyage — Storm  at  Sea— Mother  Theo- 
dore's Illness— Arrival  at  St.  Mary's — Accom- 
plishment of  Her  Vow  —  St.  Ann's  Chapel  — 
Mother  Theodore  builds  "  Providence,"  the 
Mother  -  House  —  Providential  Preservation  — 
Mother  Theodore's  Death. 

HE  first  few  days  of  their  voyage  were  un- 
eventful, but  the  winds  changed  and  a 
violent  storm  arose.     The  ship  was  madly 


tossed  by  the  angry  sea,  the  passengers  were  frantic 
with  fear,  even  the  captain  announced  that  they 
were  at  the  mercy  of  the  winds  and  waves.  Mother 
Theodore  implored  God's  aid  through  the  mediation 
of  St.  Ann,  making  a  vow  that  should  she  reach  in 
safety  the  American  shore  she  would  erect  a  chapel, 
an  ex  voto  in  honor  of  St.  Ann.  The  winds  were 
calmed,  the  mad  waves  stilled,  they  were  saved,  and 
very  soon  the  little  band  anchored  at  New  Orleans. 
A  long  and  fatiguing  journey  was  still  before  them,  and 
no  "  Pullman  "  to  relieve  the  already  tired  and  worn- 
out  travellers.  Exhausted  from  anxiety  and  hard- 
ships, Mother  Theodore's  health  gave  way,  and  she 
was  compelled  to  remain  at  New  Orleans  nine  long 
weeks  suffering   from   typhoid    fever.     God    in  His 
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mercy  restored  her  strength,  and  after  a  long  separa- 
tion she  was  at  last  reunited  to  her  daughters  at 
St.  Mary  of  the  Woods. 

Her  first  care  was  the  accomplishment  of  her  vow. 
In  a  short  time,  in  a  pretty  little  glade,  a  modest 
chapel  constructed  of  logs  told  of  their  preservation, 
the  Community's  gratitude,  and  St.  Ann's  efficacy. 
It  became  a  spot  held  sacred  by  the  members  of  the 
Community,  and  one  of  the  Sisters  who  had  great 
taste  in  training  and  growing  vines  planted  a  beau- 
tiful wisteria  and  tecoma  beside  it.  These  hardy 
climbers  soon  fastened  themselves  gracefully  and  af- 
fectionately to  those  privileged  walls,  and  in  a  few 
years  this  quaint  ex  voto  was  picturesquely  enclosed 
in  a  luxuriant  envelope  of  Nature's  own  making.  St. 
Ann's  Chapel  became  a  familiar  term  with  Sisters 
and  pupils  alike,  and  it  was  considered  a  great  treat 
to  be  allowed  to  visit  it  and  spend  some  time  within 
its  hallowed  precincts. 

Time  spares  not  the  work  of  those  we  love  best, 
and  after  the  lapse  of  some  years  it  became  neces- 
sary to  replace  the  log  chapel  by  one  more  substan- 
tial. On  the  same  site,  and  of  exactly  the  same  di- 
mensions, a  stone  structure  was  erected.  This  is 
unique  of  its  kind,  and  is  one  of  the  special  attrac- 
tions connected  with  St.  Mary's.  The  inside  is  liter- 
ally lined  with  shells  from  the  Wabash,  arranged  in 
effective  and  artistic  designs :  the  altar,  the  candle- 
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St.  Ann's  Shell  Chapel  (Ex  voto). 
Donor  :  Mabel  C.  Dittemore. 
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sticks,  the  holy-water  font,  the  flowers,  vases,  etc., 
even  the  crown  of  the  statue,  are  all  made  of  shells 
in  their  natural  colors.  There  is  a  representation  of 
the  ship  tossed  by  the  waves  and  Mother  Theodore 
praying,  a  map  of  Indiana,  and  many  other  pretty 
designs.  It  has  been  said  by  persons  who  spent 
years  in  Europe  and  Asia  that  they  had  nowhere 
seen  a  prettier  shrine. 

This  was  the  last  and  most  exquisite  of  the  handi- 
works of  Sister  M.  Joseph,  Mile.  Elvire  Le  Fer  de  la 
Motte,  a  sister  of  Sister  St.  Francis,  to  whom  we  be- 
fore alluded.  Sister  M.  Joseph,  unlike  her  saintly  and 
accomplished  sister,  enjoyed  rather  good  health  ;  and 
though  very  delicate  compared  with  Sister  St.  Fran- 
cis, she  was  strong.  There  were  few  things  Sister 
M.  Joseph  could  not  do:  she  embroidered  exqui- 
sitely ;  her  painting  and  drawing  of  their  kind  evinced 
both  genius  and  accuracy  ;  her  delicacy  of  taste  was 
equalled  only  by  its  correctness ;  an  accomplished 
musician,  she  sang  beautifully;  and,  wonderful  to  say, 
she  was  also  very  domestic  in  her  tastes.  United  to 
all  these  estimable  qualities,  Sister  M.  Joseph  knew 
how  to  obey,  to  pray,  and  to  practise  all  the  virtues 
that  constitute  a  true  religious;  but  her  special  char- 
acteristic was  the  power  she  ever  swayed  over  the 
hearts  of  the  young,  always  leading  them  to  God. 
Bright  and  attractive,  her  words,  full  of  the  unction 
that  flows  from  a  holy  and  mortified  life,  were  magi- 
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cal,  and  made  souls  tread  with  joy  the  narrow  and 
thorny  road  that  leads  to  perfection.  Zeal,  too,  was 
a  predominant  trait  with  her  as  with  Sister  St. 
Francis;  and  this  seems  to  come  to  them  by  right 
of  inheritance.  I  noticed  an  article  in  the  news- 
papers, November,  1890,  giving  an  account  of  the 
conferring  of  degrees  on  Rev.  George  de  la  Motte, 
the  cousin  of  Sister  Mary  Joseph  and  Sister  St. 
Francis,  who,  though  a  most  distinguished  scholar, 
had  come  to  America  for  the  purpose  of  devoting 
his  talents  and  life  to  the  North  American  Indians ; 
and  another  cousin  has  gone  to  Africa  to  spend  him- 
self in  works  of  zeal.  Such  is  the  spirit  of  this  illus- 
trious family. 

Zeal  to  have  St.  Ann  loved  and  honored  induced 
Sister  M.  Joseph  to  spend  many  laborious  days, 
though  in  most  delicate  health,  inventing  those 
artistic  designs,  and  placing  the  shells  with  her  own 
hands.  It  is  a  masterpiece  of  ingenuity,  a  true 
monument,  a  fitting  tribute  to  the  memory  of  one 
whose  heroic  deeds  and  holy  life  her  friends  love  to 
recall. 

Years  passed  on  peacefully,  but  not  uneventfully; 
for  persons  reared  amid  all  the  comforts  and  luxuries 
of  the  Old  World  the  painfully  laborious  works  of  pio- 
neers were  certainly  events  worthy  of  record.  To  this 
species  of  labor,  as  tiresome  as  it  was  novel,  Mother 
Theodore  applied  herself  with  her  usual  ardor.   It  was 
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not  a  mere  happening  to  find  her  and  her  Sisters  gath- 
ering brush,  rolling  together  logs  to  be  burnt — the  or- 
dinary means  of  clearing  land.  This  was  their  mode 
of  amusing  themselves  during  the  hours  allowed  for 
relaxation.  The  same  delicate  hand  that  guided  the 
brush  in  painting  tempting  fruits,  fragrant  flowers, 
smiling  landscapes,  and  breathing  portraits,  made 
sightly  the  cumbrous  copse  and  formidable  wilder- 
ness ;  removed  the  rank  thistle  and  planted  in  its 
stead  the  wholesome  vegetable,  the  low  bending 
cereal,  and  the  aromatic  flora.  Fingers  whose  magic 
touch  drew  from  harp  and  piano  a  soul-stirring 
melody  plied,  if  not  with  equal  dexterity,  at  least  with 
equal  energy,  the  hand-spike  and  shovel.  Strange 
medley!  wondrous  combination!  Here  we  find 
blended  into  one  harmonious  wrhole  the  beautiful 
and  the  useful ;  the  fine  arts  and  the  implements  of 
husbandry;  woman's  delicacy  and  man's  firmness  of 
purpose.  It  was  a  pleasing  scene  of  labor,  far  more 
agreeable  for  lovers  of  ease  to  contemplate  through 
the  hazy  mist  of  years  than  to  have  been  present 
sharing  their  toil.  These  were  days  of  hardship, 
often  followed  by  nights  spent  in  watching  and 
prayer;  but  they  were  not  without  their  comfort. 
The  celebration  of  the  great  festivals  of  the  Church 
proved  their  greatest  consolation,  and  were  all  ob- 
served with  fervor  and  solemnity.  The  place  of 
worship   was  an  humble  one  ;    but   what   is   it   that 
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an  artist  cannot  transform  into  exquisite  loveliness? 
For  days  before  great  feasts  Sister  St.  Francis  and 
novices  reconnoitred  the  forest,  robbing  it  of  its 
treasures  to  give  the  chapel  an  air  of  festivity,  to 
manifest  to  Our  Lord  the  worshipful  and  devoted 
love  that  consumed  their  pure  hearts.  And  what 
did  they  not  find  ! 

In  almost  transports  of  delight  Sister  St.  Francis 
tells  of  the  trailing  vines  growing  in  such  profusion 
among  the  pines  and  cedars  ;  of  the  velvety  moss  of 
various  kinds  and  wondrous  colors  ;  of  the  mammoth 
ferns,  as  remarkable  for  the  fragility  of  their  leafy 
texture  as  for  the  variety  of  their  shading  and  the 
extravagance  of  their  size  ;  of  a  foliage  baffling  the 
power  of  man  to  describe, — all  these  they  gathered 
and  arranged  with  fairy-like  ingenuity.  Leafy  pyra- 
mids and  graceful  garlands  gave  to  the  modest  chapel 
a  chaste  and  simple  beauty  that  flashing  mosaics  and 
sculptured  marble  dared  not,  could  not,  imitate. 

Here,  embowered  amid  the  simple  elegance  of 
Nature's  choicest  gifts,  the  great  God  of  the  universe 
was  adored,  and  the  fragrance  of  the  floral  offerings 
was  heightened  by  the  rare  perfume  of  fervent  and 
devout  prayer.  These  were  halcyon  days  in  the 
Woods. 

Each  month  brought  an  increase  in  the  pupils,  and 
in  1845  it  became  a  necessity  to  enlarge*  the  Acad- 
emy.    Sister  St.  Francis's  knowledge  of  perspective 
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drawing  proved  very  useful  at  this  period  of  the 
Community's  progress;  she  and  Mother  Theodore, 
after  spending  the  day  teaching,  or  in  other  laborious 
occupations,  often  spent  hours  of  the  night  draw- 
ing the  plan  for  the  improving  and  enlarging  of  the 
Academy.  Finally  they  concluded  to  do  so  by  add- 
ing wings  each  two  stories  high.  This  gave  the  build- 
ing a  very  attractive  and  decidedly  European  appear- 
ance, and  at  the  same  time  afforded  much  comfort 
and  convenience  to  the  pupils,  then  entering  in 
goodly  numbers.  Branch  schools  were  established 
in  various  parts  of  Indiana.  The  number  of  Postu- 
lants also  increased,  the  Community  spread,  pros- 
perity smiled,  yet  the  obstacles  and  difficulties  could 
not  in  so  short  a  time  disappear. 

Mother  Theodore  grew  only  the  more  and  more 
untiring  as  her  labors  and  cares  multiplied.  Not- 
withstanding the  difficulty  of  travel  in  those  days  of 
stage-coaches  and  ox-wagons,  she  visited  the  new7 
foundations,  took  cognizance  of  the  progress  of  the 
pupils,  of  the  modes  of  teaching,  and  of  all  that  was 
conducive  to  the  welfare  of  the  missions,  spiritually 
and  temporally;  but  St.  Mary's  Institute  was  the 
.  very  apple  of  her  eye.  Every  month,  till  sickness 
prevented,  she  visited  each  class,  noted  with  care  not 
only  the  children's  progress  in  the  sciences,  but, 
above  all,  the  improvement  in  the  disposition,  the 
fluency  of  recitation,  the  command  of  language,  ease 
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of  manner,  beauty  of  thought,  all  the  essential  char- 
acteristics of  culture  and  elegance.  Possessing  a 
wonderful  aptitude  for  reading  characters,  she  saw 
the  child  as  she  was  in  October ;  and  again,  noting 
with  the  nicest  precision,  she  perceived  every  im- 
provement, moral  or  mental,  that  November  had 
wrought,  and  encouragingly  pointed  out  to  the  child 
her  progress.  The  genial  sunshine  of  her  presence 
had  a  wonderful  power  in  developing  the  good,  elim- 
inating the  bad,  in  the  child's  character,  thus  forming 
young  ladies  in  whom  there  was  a  rare  blending  of 
mental  and  moral  excellence. 

The  reputation  of  the  school  became  widespread  ; 
and  to  give  permanency  to  her  work  it  was  legally 
incorporated  in  1845.  Thus  one  year  followed  the 
other  in  rapid  succession,  some  improvement  in  the 
surroundings  of  the  school  marking  each  year  ;  sweet- 
scented  hedge  and  grateful  vineyard  replacing  the 
briers  and  brambles,  but  ever  at  the  expense  of  human 
thought  and  human  industry.  The  land  was  paid 
for,  deeds  procured,  and  the  future  appeared  so 
promising  that  in  185 1  Mother  Theodore  felt  justi- 
fied in  replacing  the  little  frame  Providence  by  one 
more  worthy  of  the  name  of  convent. 

The  contract  for  the  building  was  given  in  that 
year,  but  actual  work  did  not  begin  till  1852.  This 
additional  labor,  added  to  her  already  multiplied 
occupations,  afforded  few  leisure  moments  ;  yet  her 
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numerous  duties,  as  widely  different  as  they  were 
manifold,  did  not  diminish  in  the  least  her  love  of 
retirement  nor  her  spirit  of  prayer.  "  My  children," 
she  often  said  to  her  spiritual  daughters,  "  go  not 
into  the  world  ;  have  nothing  to  do  with  its  gossip, 
its  seeming  grandeur,  nor  the  social  questions  that 
agitate  the  masses.  But,  my  daughters,  bring  the 
world  to  you  by  your  goodness,  exhortation  more 
persuasive  than  eloquence.  Attract  it  by  the  exam- 
ple of  a  life  truly  Christian,  a  life  in  conformity  with 
the  evangelical  counsels  ;  and  then  by  your  contact 
with  those  children,  who  in  later  years  must  needs 
mingle  in  the  world,  you  will  elevate  their  tastes  and 
teach  them  to  harmonize  conflicting  opinions ;  to 
reduce  to  practice  the  Gospel  precepts,  by  which 
means  alone  tranquillity  is  preserved  in  the  family, 
the  basis  of  society,  and  peace  and  union  preserved 
among  nations.  Do  this,  and  then  the  work  en- 
trusted to  your  keeping  will  continue  a  subject  of 
rejoicing  for  men  and  angels." 

Business  often  called  the  Mother  Superior  to 
Terre  Haute.  On  one  of  these  occasions,  in  the 
autumn  of  1852,  accompanied  by  Sister  St.  Francis, 
she  was  returning.  About  half-way  home,  as  they 
were  crossing  a  bridge  that  spanned  a  ravine  four- 
teen feet  deep,  the  horse  became  frightened,  and,  not- 
withstanding her  efforts  to  reassure  him,  he  backed 
off  the  bridge.     Ever  more  thoughtful  of  others  than 


46      A  BRIEF  HIS  TOR  V  OF  ST.  MAR  V'S  INSTITUTE, 

herself,  she  bade  Sister  St.  Francis  leap  from  the 
carriage,  who  obeyed  just  in  time  to  see  the  horse, 
buggy,  and  all  pitched  headlong  down  the  precipice. 
With  her  characteristic  ardor  Sister  St.  Francis  ex- 
claimed :  "  O  Jesus  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  save 
Mother !"  Her  prayer  was  answered  :  in  another 
moment  the  horse,  on  his  back,  the  buggy  dashed  to 
pieces,  and  Mother  Theodore  unharmed  beneath  the 
debris,  lay  at  the  bottom  of  that  stony  chasm.  Had 
angels  warded  off  the  force  that  tore  in  sunder  the 
spoke,  the  cog,  the  wheel?  Had  they  imparted 
flexibility  to  the  adamantine  stones  against  which 
that  frail  form  had  been  thrown  with  such  violence  ? 
We  know  not,  but  certainly  it  was  a  providential,  if 
not  a  miraculous,  preservation.  That  bridge  has 
long  since  been  lost  among  the  improvements  of  the 
past  fifty  years  ;  for  even  the  stony  hill-side  is  often 
surprised  to  find  itself  a  level  plain,  and  the  rocks 
give  way  to  the  power  and  skill  of  the  engineer.  But 
so  long  as  a  Sister  of  Providence  lives  to  cherish  the 
memory  of  her  saintly  foundress  will  that  road-side 
fastness  be  held  in  grateful  remembrance,  and  that 
bridge  will  not  sink  into  oblivion,  for  the  preserva- 
tion it  witnessed  has  linked  it  with  the  name  of 
Sisters  of  Providence,  and  its  story  will  ever  be 
familiar  to  the  pupils  of  St.  Mary's. 

August  6,  1854,  the  Sisters  moved  into  their  new 
Providence.     It  was  a  spacious  building,  well  adapted 
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to  the  wants  of  the  Community,  an  evidence  of  Mother 
Theodore's  master-mind,  as  well  as  her  financial  abil- 
ity, to  erect  so  expensive  a  building  with  the  limited 
resources  at  command.  Days  glided  into  months, 
months  into  years,  and  fairer  and  prettier  grew  the 
convent  home  in  the  forest.  Ninety-six  pupils  now 
make  glad  the  heart  of  Mother  Theodore.  The  future 
is  promising,  when  lo  !  the  Community  is  to  be  shaken 
to  its  very  foundation.  Its  chief  support  is  to  be 
withdrawn.  On  March  17,  1856,  this  truly  "  valiant 
woman  "  was  obliged  to  cease  her  labors,  for  exhaust- 
ed nature  could  do  no  more.  Her  disease  assumed 
a  severe  and  dangerous  form  from  the  beginning ; 
however,  she  lingered  two  months,  gradually  growing 
weaker  and  weaker.  The  dear  invalid  spoke  tran- 
quilly of  her  approaching  death,  entertaining  no  ap- 
prehensions either  for  her  own  or  the  future  of  the 
Community.  She  realized  from  the  first  that  God 
asked  the  sacrifice  of  her  life,  which  she  made  with  the 
same  generosity  that  characterized  her  entire  career. 
She  even  rejoiced  to  know  that  her  clayey  tenement 
would  soon  crumble  into  dust  and  allow  her  soul  un- 
fettered to  wing  its  flight  heavenward.  She  spoke 
for  hours  on  the  future  of  the  Community,  giving  de- 
tailed accounts  of  her  observations,  her  intentions 
with  regard  to  future  houses  and  all  that  concerned 
the  Order.  She  often  called  the  Sisters  around  her, 
and  spoke  to  them  pathetically  of  their  duties  and 
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the  necessity  of  attaining  Christian  perfection.  Like 
St.  John,  her  favorite  virtue  was  chanty,  compara- 
tively easy  for  her  to  practise,  because  of  her  great- 
ness of  soul  and  her  deep  discernment.  This  pene- 
tration enabled  her  to  see  beyond  the  exterior  and 
discover  good  qualities  in  persons  who  appeared 
reckless,  but  who  were  not  worthless.  "  It  is  our 
inability  to  go  farther  than  the  surface,"  she  would 
say,  "that  causes  us  to  be  so  fault-finding,  so  unwill- 
ing to  bear  with  the  imperfections  of  our  neighbor." 
Each  day  she  became  weaker  and  weaker ;  her 
stomach  refused  nourishment  ;  a  raging  fever  con- 
sumed her ;  but,  though  suffering  severe  pain,  she 
remained  tranquil,  engaged  in  prayer.  It  became 
apparent  that  the  end  was  nearing.  Extreme  unction 
was  administered  amid  tears  and  sobs,  she  alone  re- 
maining calm  and  peaceful.  Innumerable  were  the 
prayers  said,  the  masses  offered,  the  mortifications 
made,  all  crying  to  Heaven  to  spare  this  worthy 
Superior  ;  but  God's  will  was  there.  Her  physical 
strength  gradually  diminished  till  she  was  no  longer 
able  to  speak.  Silently  she  lay  there,  recognizing 
the  Sisters  only  by  a  loving  glance  that  she  would 
now  and  then  give  the  heart-broken  watchers;  then, 
closing  her  eyes,  she  would  relapse  into  a  state  of  re- 
pose. Hours  of  anguish  were  passed  in  seeing  those 
lips  that  had  so  often  spoken  to  them  words  of  en- 
couragement when  they  were  disheartened  ;  lips  that 
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had  ever  represented  virtue  as  something  so  amiable, 
so  desirable,  so  beautiful ;  lips  that  had  so  often 
pointed  out  the  path  of  duty — now  mute,  able  to 
utter  only  incoherent  sounds.  How  excruciating 
were  those  hours!  The  twilight  of  May  13,  1856, 
waned  into  impenetrable  darkness  ;  the  early  hours 
of  the  evening  were  followed  by  those  silent  and 
solemn  ones  that  are  painful  because  of  their  very 
stillness  ;  and  yet  the  saintly  sufferer  lay  there.  A 
heavy  and  labored  breathing  told  the  poor  Sisters 
that  the  soul  was  still  in  its  prison-house.  Prayers 
for  the  agonizing  were  repeated  again  and  again  ; 
finally  there  was  a  sigh,  a  moan,  and  the  great  soul 
of  Mother  Theodore  was  with  its  God.  Hands  that 
loved  her  closed  her  eyes.  Her  inconsolable 
daughters  kissed  her  feet,  her  hands,  her  forehead. 
They  bent  over  that  prostrate  form  and  longed  to 
feel  once  more  her  breath,  to  know  that  they  were 
near  her  heroic  soul.  But  she  had  gone,  and  they 
turned  away  from  that  scene  of  mental  agony.  They 
found  their  home  wrapped  in  the  mantle  of  night, 
and  they  were  glad,  for  they  longed  for  darkness 
and  unbroken  silence.  Had  not  light  gone  forth 
from  their  home,  the  music  from  their  lives?  But 
no  ;  in  that  home,  in  His  prison  of  love,  dwelt  the 
God  of  might,  the  Consoler  of  the  afflicted,  the  God 
Who  in  His  mercy  had  given  them  that  Mother. 
They  hastened  to  Him,  seeking  strength  where  alone 


50      A  BRIEF  HISTOR  Y  OF  ST.  MAR  Y'S  INSTITUTE, 

it  can  be  found.  Many  of  the  Sisters  spoke  aloud 
to  Our  Lord,  telling  Him  their  grief,  their  desolation. 
"  The  Office  for  the  Dead  "  was  said,  the  Via  Crucis 
made,  and  Mass  offered  for  the  repose  of  her  soul. 
Embalmed  with  the  only  perfume  not  denied — the 
tears  of  her  loving  children, — clothed  in  her  humble 
religious  habit,  reverently  and  lovingly  the  mortal 
remains  of  Mother  Theodore  were  placed  on  a  little 
couch  draped  in  white,  in  an  apartment  whose  only 
ornaments  were  its  bare  floor  and  naked  walls.  At 
her  head  stood  a  little  stand  on  which  were  a  crucifix, 
some  holy  water,  and  two  lighted  wax  tapers,  whose 
gentle,  gleaming  light  revealed  the  serene  beauty  of 
those  features,  that  were  sweet  even  in  death.  For 
three  days  and  nights  the  Sisters  clustered  round 
their  Mother,  but  even  this  sad  privilege  soon  had 
to  be  relinquished.  The  sun  veiled  his  brilliancy 
beneath  a  cloud,  the  forest  songsters  were  hushed  in 
seeming  sympathy,  not  a  rustle  was  heard  among 
the  leaves  of  the  forest  trees — Nature  seemed  to 
respond  to  their  mourning ;  no  sound  save  the 
solemn  chant  of  the  clergy  and  the  stifled  moans 
and  prayers  of  the  Sisters  broke  the  profound  still- 
ness, as,  near  the  ex  voto  she  herself  had  erected, 
far  from  Brittany,  they  lovingly  and  mournfully  con- 
signed to  the  tomb  her  mortal  remains.  Tearfully 
they  turned  from  that  sacred  spot  to  their  lonely 
home.     They  had  passed  through  a  trying  ordeal, 
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yet  the  good  work  did  not  suffer.  What  Providence- 
designs  will  be  accomplished.  The  commencement 
that  year  manifested  the  sorrow  of  St.  Mary's  chil- 
dren. The  festive  garlands  were  blended  with 
badges  of  mourning,  and  the  pupils  wore  plain  white 
muslin  and  crape.  The  exercises,  too,  indicated  sor- 
row. The  principal  feature  of  the  programme  was  a 
tribute  to  Mother  Theodore,  composed  and  read  by 
Miss  Rose  Howe,  the  first  graduate. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

Mother  Mary  Cecilia  Succeeds— Laying  of  Corner- 
Stone  of  New  Academy — Influence  of  Beautiful 
Scenery  on  the  Youthful  Mind— Description  of 
Front  Lawn— Of  Chaplain's  Residence — Grotto 
— The  Angel  Guardian — St.  Agnes — Motto  of 
"  St.  Mary's  Girls." 

HE  fire  of  divine  love  never  lights  a 
brighter  flame  in  the  heart  than  when  it 
is  kindled  by  the  wood  of  the  cross."  So 
all  religious  Communities  and  works  that  are  destined 
to  promote  God's  glory  grow  and  flourish  in  the 
shadow  of  the  cross.  It  was  on  Calvary's  summit, 
in  the  person  of  St.  John,  that  we  were  given  a 
Mother;  it  was  there,  when  the  rocks  were  rent  and 
the  sun  darkened,  that  a  God  expiring  opened 
heaven  to  sinful  man.  "  My  ways  are  not  your 
ways,  nor  My  thoughts  your  thoughts."  So  the  loss 
that  the  Sisters  sustained  in  the  early  death  of  their 
foundress  made  them  trust  more  implicitly  in  the 
never-erring  providence  of  God.  Sister  Mary  Cecilia, 
First  Assistant,  was  elected  Superior  General  to 
replace  Mother  Theodore  in  the  summer  of  1856. 
Under  her  wise  administration  the  Community  con- 
tinued to  prosper;  the   number  of  pupils  yearly  in- 
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creased,  and  although  apartment  after  apartment  in 
the  new  Providence  was  appropriated  to  their  use,  it 
became  a  real  necessity  to  erect  a  new  Academy.  So 
pressing  was  the  need  that,  notwithstanding  the 
threatenings  of  a  civil  war,  work  was  commenced. 
On  August  15th,  i860,  the  feast  of  the  Assumption, 
after  Vespers,  the  ceremony  of  laying  the  corner- 
stone of  the  new  Academy  was  begun  by  Rt. 
Rev.  Bishop  de  St.  Palais,  assisted  by  Rev.  Bede 
O'Connor,  O.S.B.,  by  Very  Rev.  John  B.  Corbe, 
Superior  and  Chaplain  of  the  Sisters  of  Providence, 
Rev.  Father  Vanhulst,  S.J.,  Rev.  Father  Beckwith, 
S.J.,  Rev.  Father  Hortsmann,  S.J.,  and  Rev.  John 
B.  Chasse.  During  the  ceremonies,  that  were  beau- 
tiful and  impressive,  the  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  deposited 
in  the  corner-stone  a  porcelain  vase  containing  a 
document  in  Latin,  copies  of  the  Memorare  and 
Pater  Noster  in  English,  the  Sub  Tuum  in  German, 
Angel  of  God,  "  Jesus,  Mary,  Joseph,"  in  French, 
three  medals,  and  a  portion  of  the  veil  of  the  reverend 
foundress.  At  the  conclusion  of  the  ceremonies  the 
clergy,  people  from  the  vicinity,  many  visitors  from 
various  parts,  and  the  Sisters  gathered  round  an 
improvised  pulpit  prepared  for  the  orator  of  the  day, 
Rev.  Bede  O'Connor.  He  chose  for  his  text  the 
words,  "  Wisdom  hath  built  herself  a  house."  In 
streams  of  burning  eloquence  he  reviewed  tjie  work 
of  the  past,  and   in  spirit  of  prophecy  foretold  the 
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future  of  the  house  then  in  process  of  erection. 
He  closed  his  eloquent  panegyric  with  a  pathetic 
address  to  the  Sisters,  in  which  he  earnestly  exhorted 
them  to  lead  lives  in  accordance  with  their  vocation, 
and  bade  them  recall  the  example  of  their  holy 
foundress,  whom  he  pictured  as  watching  over  them, 
rejoicing  in  the  continuation  of  the  work  she  so 
nobly  began.     It  was  a  glorious  day  ! 

Work  continued  on  the  building,  though  the  war 
raged  with  mad  violence,  and  soon  it  afforded  accom- 
modations for  the  two  hundred  and  sixty-five  pupils 
enrolled.  From  this  time  forth  St.  Mary's  Academy 
took  its  place  among  the  finest  educational  institu- 
tions in  the  United  States. 

Mother  Theodore  had  decided  views  on  education, 
which  she  transmitted  to  her  successors.  She  under- 
stood perfectly  the  influence  that  beauty  exerts  over 
the  young  ;  and  as  far  as  her  limited  means  permitted 
she  added  to  all  that  Nature  had  done  for  St.  Mary's 
the  charming  effects  of  art,  that  the  young  in  their 
frolicsome  gayeties  might  imbibe  a  taste  for  the 
beautiful  ;  that  genius  might  have  a  wide  field  in 
which  to  exercise  its  skill ;  that  the  muse  of  the 
poet,  born,  not  made,  finding  a  cradle  among  dewy 
leaflets,  perfumed  petals,  singing  birds,  velvety 
lawns,  and  devotion-inspiring  shrines,  might  hear 
the  angels  commune  with  the  flowerets  and  rosy 
dawn  with  dewy  eve.     To  carry  out  their  Mother's 
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designs,  those  succeeding  her  in  the  government  of 
the  Community  made  constant  efforts.  Therefore  a 
spacious  and  gently  diversified  greensward,  through 
the  centre  of  which  is  a  triple  avenue  lined  with 
sycamore  and  acacia  trees,  dotted  here  and  there 
with  some  immortal  evergreen,  was  planned  ;  and 
as  the  visitor  to  St.  Mary  of  the  Woods,  proceed- 
ing along  the  walk,  approaches  the  front  entrance 
of  the  Academy,  friendship,  hospitality,  and  wisdom, 
grouped  together  in  the  oak,  acacia,  and  catalpa, 
bid  him  welcome. 

Pause  a  moment,  glance  southward.  Ah  !  it  is  the 
cosey  cottage  where  the  chaplain  resides  that  attracts 
your  fancy.  It  is  a  style  of  architecture  that  pleases 
because  of  its  simplicity  and  tasteful  finish,  which 
makes  one  feel  that  refinement  and  elegance  dwell 
within ;  then  the  snowy  cement  walks  contrast 
effectively  with  a  well-kept  lawn.  The  osage  and 
arbor-vitae  hedges,  the  great  variety  of  cedars  and 
shrubs,  the  broad  fields  bounding  the  grandeur  of 
yonder  wood,  make  a  picture  of  so  elevating  a  nature 
that  it  would  be  hard  to  spend  any  length  of  time 
before  it  without  experiencing  an  expansion  of  heart 
and  an  elevation  of  mind.  The  grounds  in  the  rear 
of  the  Academy  were  early  cleared,  leaving  here  and 
there  some  fine  monarchs  of  the  wood  to  serve  as  a 
shade  from  the  summer  sun  ;  walks  were  made,  grass- 
plots  sown,  flower-beds  cultivated,  evergreens  planted, 
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and  the  grounds  in  many  ways  made  attractive  ;  but 
owing  to  want  of  means  no  statuary  was  erected  till 
1S79,  when  the  Misses  Howe,  who  had  spent  some 
time  in  Europe  and  Asia  finishing  their  education 
by  adding  to  years  spent  in  study  the  benefit  of 
travel,  became  impressed  with  the  utility  and 
fascinating  sweetness  of  outdoor  shrines  seen  every- 
where in  Bavaria,  and  concluded  to  contribute  to 
the  embellishing  of  St.  Mary's  play-ground.  For 
this  purpose  Miss  Rose  Howe  purchased  a  statue  of 
Our  Lady  of  Lourdes,  and  Miss  Frances  one  of  St. 
Joseph,  which  were  sent  to  St.  Mary's.  Miss  Rose, 
whose  thoughts  during  the  last  years  of  her  life  were 
fed  upon  scenes  both  sacred  and  beautiful  in  the 
Holy  Land  and  other  parts  of  the  Old  World,  could 
think  of  nothing  more  worthy  of  her  Alma  Mater 
than  a  grotto  representing  the  famous  one  at 
Lourdes,  in  which  she  wished  Our  Lady's  statue 
placed.  The  Sisters  were  glad  to  comply  with  these 
requests,  but  the  grotto  requiring  more  time  for  its 
completion,  St.  Joseph's  statue  was  the  first  installed 
in  the  play-ground,  the  place  selected  being  a 
point  from  which  the  gravel  walks  radiate,  dividing 
the  grounds  into  designs  of  various  sizes  and  forms. 
May  4,  1879,  a  day  °f  exceptional  and  enjoyable 
activity  broke  the  ordinary  quiet,  for  that  evening 
the  statue  of  St.  Joseph  was  to  be  blessed  with  due 
solemnity.     After   benediction — I    must    remark   it 
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was  the  feast  of  the  Patronage  of  St.  Joseph — a 
procession  was  formed,  led  by  a  cross-bearer,  after 
whom  came  the  Prefect  of  the  Children  of  Mary 
holding  the  sodality  banner,  and  six  minims  decked 
in  Mary's  colors  carrying  the  streamers.  The  Cath- 
olic pupils,  clothed  in  robes  of  white,  their  frail 
young  forms  gracefully  hidden  among  the  folds  of 
their  fleecy  veils,  then  filed  into  the  line  of  march  ; 
after  this  came  the  novices,  whose  spotless  vesture 
indicated  their  chaste  betrothals  ;  then  the  Sisters  in 
their  sombre  habiliments,  fitting  emblems  of  their 
consummated  sacrifice,  the  solemnity  and  dignity  of 
their  life  of  sanctity;  finally  the  Rev.  Chaplain  J.  B. 
Chasse.  This  was  a  procession  not  often  seen  in 
our  Western  land.  Here  were  infancy  and  old  age, 
the  beauty  of  youth  and  the  maturity  of  years,  the 
beginner  and  the  master  in  the  science  of  the  saints, 
all  blending  their  voices  into  one  grand  chorus  as 
they  slowly  wended  their  way  among  St.  Mary's 
walks,  chanting  St.  Joseph's  praises.  Convent  and 
Academy,  trees  and  blossoming  meadows, were  bathed 
in  the  mellow  sunlight  ;  the  air,  redolent  with  fra- 
grance of  catalpa,  syringa,  and  lilac,  contributed  its 
grateful  meed  of  praise  as  the  procession  halted  and 
circled  around  the  mound  on  which  St.  Joseph's 
statue  was  placed,  awaiting  the  testimonials  of  love 
and  devotedness  of  his  clients.  After  the  customary 
prayers  were  said,  a  hymn  was  sung  in  honor  of  St. 
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Joseph,  that  day  chosen  not  only  to  be  a  protector 
but  a  monitor  in  those  grounds.  The  ceremony  be- 
ing concluded,  all  retired,  feeling  sure  that  St.  Joseph 
had  brought  more  than  one  blessing  to  those  whom 
he  had  been  charged  to  guard.  Miss  Frances 
Howe,  who  so  desired  to  contribute  to  St.  Joseph's 
honor,  little  knew  how  many  pious  thoughts  have 
been  suggested  by  the  means  she  adopted;  but  the 
Model  of  the  interior  and  hidden  life  will  one  day 
disclose  to  her  the  good  that  has  been  effected.  Miss 
Rose  Howe,  knowing  the  fascination  that  rural  sim- 
plicity exerts  over  the  minds  of  the  young,  selected 
for  the  site  of  her  outdoor  shrine  a  corner  in  the 
northern  extremity  of  the  play-ground,  among  a 
chump  of  beech-trees.  A  raid  was  made  on  the  farm 
for  curious  stones,  and,  to  the  joy  of  all  interested, 
one  containing  a  fissure  just  large  enough  to  hold 
the  statue  was  found.  The  grotto  was  completed 
the  24th  of  July,  1879,  on  wmcn  day  it  was  blessed. 
Being  vacation,  the  pupils  were  absent,  but  their 
places  in  the  procession  were  filled  by  the  Sisters 
who  were  home  for  the  annual  retreat.  The  proces- 
sion, which  left  the  chapel  at  6  P.M.,  was  indeed  a 
long  one,  and  the  Litany  of  Loretto  was  ended  be- 
fore the  Right  Rev.  Bishop  Chatard,  who  officiated 
on  the  occasion,  reached  the  grotto.  After  the  cere- 
mony of  blessing  the  statue,  all  knelt  and  silently 
implored  our  blessed   Mother  to  take  charge  of  all 
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whose  tender  years  may  be  spent  among  the  trees 
and  flowers  of  St.  Mary's  play-ground.  Then  rising, 
all,  as  if  with  one  accord,  joined  in  a  heart-felt 
"  Magnificat,"  after  which  they  returned  to  the 
chapel  to  assist  at  benediction,  being  convinced  that 
Our  Lady  will  protect  with  her  mantling  love  all 
those  of  whom  she  had  been  that  evening  chosen  the 
protectress.  The  donor  of  the  grotto  has  been  called 
to  a  better  world,  but  her  memory  lives  at  St.Mary's 
not  only  as  an  authoress  of  merit  but  as  one  of  the 
institute's  brightest  ornaments,  and  long  will  her 
name  be  coupled  with  the  grotto,  which  has  become 
endeared  to  Catholic  and  non-Catholic  pupils  alike. 
It  is  a  subject  they  often  choose  for  their  composi- 
tion, something  they  like  to  sketch,  a  place  where 
they  love  to  linger  at  early  dawn  and  at  the  deepen- 
ing twilight  hour. 

A  statue  of  a  guardian  angel  was  placed  midway 
between  the  Academy  and  grotto.  It  is  the  prettiest 
of  St.  Mary's  shrines.  The  statue  is  on  an  elevated 
mound,  and  is  protected  by  a  neat  canopy  resting 
on  four  pillars.  It  is  certainly  gratifying  to  witness 
the  intense  pleasure  it  gives  the  minims  "  to  decorate 
the  Angel,"  to  use  their  expression.  Hours  are 
often  spent  in  this  innocent  amusement,  weaving 
garlands  for  pillars  and  statue.  A  conversation  of 
the  little  ones,  which  was  overheard  as  they  grouped 
around  another  shrine   located  on  the  west  side  of 
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the  yard,  suggested  to  a  Sister  the  subject-matter  of 
a  dialogue  for  an  entertainment  in  honor  of  the  Rt, 
Rev.  Bishop.  The  shrine  referred  to  is  a  beautiful 
statue  of  St.  Agnes,  the  lovely  martyr  of  Rome. 
This  is  the  gift  of  Miss  Mamie  Nester,  of  Detroit, 
Mich.,  of  the  class  of  '82.  Miss  Nester,  now  Mrs.  Burke, 
would  certainly  feel  that  she  made  a  judicious  invest- 
ment could  she  listen  to  the  artless  chattering  of  the 
dear  children  as  they  introduce  each  new-comer  to 
St.  Agnes.  Then,  in  their  own  simple  way,  the  story 
of  the  child-martyr,  that  loses  none  of  its  charms 
after  the  lapse  of  centuries,  is  repeated.  From  that 
time  another  soul  has  learned  to  know  and  love  St. 
Agnes.  It  is  surprising  how  readily  children  grasp 
the  meaning  of  the  word  martyr,  and  how  suscepti- 
ble their  hearts  are  to  the  morally  beautiful.  And  it 
is  scarcely  less  surprising  to  note  how  much  St. 
Mary's  pupils  love  St.  Agnes  and  St.  Cecilia.  The 
teacher  who  for  years  had  charge  of  the  religious 
instruction  of  the  Catholic  pupils  was  often  amused, 
when  asking  the  name  they  wished  for  confirmation 
to  hear  invariably  either  Agnes  or  Cecilia.  Here 
among  the  shrines  the  pupils  of  St.  Mary's  spend 
their  recreations ;  and  a  privilege,  too,  they  may 
enjoy  is  that  of  visiting  the  chapels,  among  which 
must  be  noted  the  Oratory  of  the  Holy  Face,  con- 
stantly reminding  them  of  all  that  is  pure,  holy,  and 
divine.     Do  they  become  gentler,  kinder?     Do  slang 
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expressions,  harsh  tones,  rude,  frantic  games  become 
odious  to  them?  Do  they,  amid  all  these  refining 
influences,  imbibe  a  distaste  for  all  that  is  vulgar  and 
a  relish  for  that  which  is  elevating?  If  so,  then 
when  the  heart  that  prompted  those  generous  dona- 
tions is  motionless  in  the  tomb,  its  good  work  will 
continue.  How  many  happy  hours  and  how  many 
happy  days  are  spent  in  this  play-ground  in  joyous 
girlish  sports !  Work  and  play  must  each  have  its 
time  and  place  in  a  well-systematized  mode  of  edu- 
cation. With  this  keen  foresight  the  directresses 
combine,  however,  an  ingenious  management  to  keep 
always  in  view  the  motto  of  St.  Mary's  girls, 
"  Knowledge  and  Virtue  United,"  and  their  emblem, 
the  white  violet,  which  speaks  so  eloquently  of  mod- 
est worth.  Both  are  frequently  studied  and  their 
bearing  made  practical.  The  following,  written  by 
Miss  Maggie  Duffey,  '82,  the  late  Mrs.  C.  Murdock, 
shows  the  depth  of  their  study: 

VIRTUS  CUM  SCIENTIA. 

I'm  borne  on  the  pinions  of  Fancy 

To  the  dawn  of  creation's  first  hour, 
When  light  from  the  wildness  of  chaos 

Sprang  forth  by  Omnipotent  power. 
And  from  the  new  world  floating  upward 

Two  forms  I  can  plainly  discern  ; 
Their  voices,  in  harmony  blending, 

Resound  and  re-echo  in  turn. 
They're  Virtue  and  Science  commencing 
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Their  glorious  career  upon  earth, 
Each  ever  impelled  to  press  onward 

By  mandate  received  at  her  birth. 
The  sun  in  his  glory  appearing, 

Onward  rolled  in  the  regions  of  space, 
Till,  sinking  beneath  the  horizon, 

The  fair  queen  of  night  took  his  place. 
Surrounding  this  crescent  of  beauty, 

And  bedecking  the  heavenly  arch 
With  glittering  spangles  of  splendor, 

Shone  the  stars  on  their  grand  onward  march; 
But  nature's  most  exquisite  working 

In  the  Garden  of  Eden  we  find, 
Which  God  in  His  infinite  goodness 

Prepared  for  the  home  of  mankind. 
The  fair,  rippling  streams  of  this  garden, 

Caressing  the  moss-covered  shore, 
Reflected  the  love  of  the  Maker 

Whom  angels  and  men  should  adore. 
The  rays  of  perpetual  sunshine, 

Enliv'ning  the  waters  so  bright, 
Proclaimed,  in  their  dance  on  the  billows, 

The  Source  of  this  heavenly  light. 
The  beams  of  the  silvery  crescent, 

As  they  played  in  the  emerald  bow'r, 
Foretold,  in  their  clear,  sparkling  glances, 

His  Eternal,  Omnipotent  pow'r. 
And  man,  in  the  garden  of  beauty, 

Was  to  reign  in  perpetual  peace  ; 
But  the  wily  contrivance  of  Satan 

Caused  all  this  happiness  cease. 
Allured  by  the  Evil  One's  promise, 

The  ruler  of  Eden's  bright  vale 
Was  cast  from  this  kingdom  of  splendor, 

Sin,  sorrow,  and  death  to  bewail. 
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While  earth  was  thus  clouded  by  sadness, 

In  the  distance  a  keynote  was  heard, 
And  soon  a  symphonious  chorus 

Repeated  the  soul-cheering  word. 
'Twas,  "Onward,  fair  Virtue  and  Science, 

As  the  heavenly  orbs  onward  roll  ; 
Teach  man  to  redeem  his  lost  blessing, 

To  strengthen  and  perfect  his  soul  !" 
Then  Virtue  resumed  her  sweet  mission  : 

She  entered  the  depths  of  man's  heart, 
She  whispered  of  hope  in  the  future, 

Bade  sorrow  and  grief  to  depart. 
And  Science,  her  honored  companion, 

Joined  in  cheering  his  desolate  state 
By  presenting  him  draughts  of  pure  knowledge, 

His  trouble  of  mind  to  abate. 
From  heaven's  bright  throne  youthful  Beauty 

Winged  her  way,  with  her  light-giving  rays, 
And  Genius,  in  grandeur  appearing, 

With  her  pinions,  like  stars,  all  ablaze, 
Sped  onward  with  Virtue  and  Science; 

While  the  cry  rang  from  age  unto  age, 
Till  effects  of  their  labors  are  written 

On  every  historical  page. 
Vast  cities  arose  in  great  splendor, 

Noble  domes  reared  their  heads  to  the  sky, 
While  over  deep  waters  there  floated 

Lofty  palaces  towering  high. 
And  man,  guided  onward  by  Science, 

Wandered  far,  as  he  anxiously  sought 
To  trace  the  grand  workings  of  Nature, 

And  the  Hand  that  so  skilfully  wrought 
The  beauties  which  ever  surround  him, 

Which  thrill  him  with  feelings  of  awe, 
Which  make  him  desirous  of  searching 
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For  the  first  and  the  principal  law. 
He  measures  the  heavenly  bodies 

With  his  great  mathematical  mind, 
And  from  the  silurian  masses 

More  knowledge  he  searches  to  find. 
He  brings  side  by  side  distant  countries — 

First  in  time,  next  in  thought,  then  in  sound  ; 
He  succeeds  in  conquering  distance, 

And  in  trav'ling  this  broad  planet  'round  ; 
He  chains  two  vast  countries  together; 

'Neath  the  ocean  his  thoughts  are  made  known. 
But  still  he  hears  the  great  "  Onward  !" 

Echo  forth  in  its  clear,  silv'ry  tone  : 
And  he  almost  grows  faint  as  he  gazes 

On  the  wonders  that  Science  reveals ; 
But  deeper  he  dives  to  discover 

What  the  fountain  of  wisdom  conceals, 
Art,  too,  with  fair  Science  is  pressing 

To  reach  a  perfection  most  high, 
And  marvels  of  beauty  presenting, 

Charm  the  ear  and  enrapture  the  eye. 
The  streams  of  melodious  music 

Raise  the  heart  to  its  Maker  above, 
While  harmony  swelling  on  harmony 

E'er  echoes  His  praise  and  His  love. 
The  artist,  with  brushes  and  colors, 

Causes  wonders  to  grow  'neath  his  hand  ; 
The  sculptor  finds  matter  in  marble 

To  be  chiselled  and  formed  at  command  ; 
The  architect  glories  in  rearing 

Noble  domes  of  the  earth's  wood  and  stone; 
The  poet  in  thought  is  e'er  soaring 

To  caverns  and  regions  unknown. 
Man  has  followed  the  footsteps  of  Science, 

Is  entranced  with  the  workings  of  Art; 
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But  why  from  the  hills  and  the  valleys 

Does  not  "  Onward,  still  onward  !"  depart  ? 
With  Science  he  has  delved  into  knowledge  ; 

But  he  has  not  discovered  the  shore 
Where  the  cry  of  "  Onward,  still  onward  !" 

Shall  be  heard  to  be  echoed  no  more. 
Can  man,  the  great  lord  of  creation, 

Further  dive  into  wisdom's  deep  fount? 
Or  is  there  a  problem  in  nature 

For  which  he  can  give  no  account  ? 
Then  why,  when  he  reaches  this  climax, 

Does  the  keynote  of  "  Onward  !"  still  chime  ? 
And  why  does  not  Science  acknowledge 

That  higher  she  cannot  now  climb  ? 
A  voice  in  his  heart  seems  to  wThisper: 

"  Further  dive  into  wisdom's  deep  cell ; 
Observe  the  great  changes  around  thee, 

And  the  lessons  they  teach  study  well." 
The  sun,  in  his  bright  golden  pathway, 

Through  the  heaven's  ethereal  blue, 
Glides  on  with  the  hosts  that  surround  him, 

And  objects  within  his  vast  view. 
The  grumbling  old  ocean  in  fierceness 

Ever  moves  at  the  self-same  command  ; 
The  thunder  in  terror  obeys  it, 

And  the  lightning  proclaims  it  on  land* 
Then  he  traces  the  beauties  of  Nature, 

And  he  seeks  on  the  leaf  and  the  flow'r 
To  peruse  the  great  aim  of  existence — 

The  hereafter  of  time's  present  hour. 
Then,  after  surveying  all  Nature, 

He  enters  the  regions  of  mind, 
To  seek  in  its  hidden  recesses 

The  great  truth  which  he's  searching  to  find. 
And  oh  !  how  his  soul  fills  with  raptures 
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As  he  views  the  great  wonders  revealed, 
While  memory,  will,  understanding, 

In  its  intricate  depths  are  concealed. 
And  lifting  the  mystical  veiling 

Which  covers  the  birth-place  of  thought, 
He  traces  the  springs  of  attention 

And  the  marvels  with  which  they  are  fraught. 
But  during  the  mental  excursion, 

Whilst  searching  new  wonders  to  find, 
He  hears  the  "  Still  onward  !"  of  conscience 

Ring  forth  from  the  depth  of  his  mind. 
It  asks  of  his  heart  the  great  questions — 

Whence  he  came,  and  whither  he's  bound, 
And  why  in  this  bright  world  of  beauty 

True  happiness  cannot  be  found. 
For  vainly  has  Science  endeavored 

To  solve  the  great  problem  of  fate — 
Man's  position  and  duty  in  nature, 

The  hereafter  of  this  present  state. 
These  subjects  have  floated  down  ages, 

Each  century  has  left  its  own  thought, 
But  still  the  consoling  Eureka 

Science  alone  has  not  caught. 
'Tis  Virtue  obtains  from  Religion 

The  answer  man  still  craves  to  learn, 
And  Divine  Revelation  is  truly 

The  light  to  which  he  must  turn. 
For  his  soul,  with  all  its  endowments, 

With  its  faith,  and  its  hope,  and  its  love, 
Surpasses  the  mighty  Pacific 

And  the  Andes  which  tower  far  above. 
It  transcends  in  its  grandeur  and  beauty 

All  the  objects  in  Nature's  vast  field, 
Immortal  in  its  very  essence, 

To  change  or  decay  cannot  yield. 


S7\  MARY  OF    THE    WOODS.  67 

The  birds  which  enliven  the  woodlands 

With  their  songs,  that  in  merriment  ring, 
Regaling  man's  ear  with  their  concerts, 

Are  soon  gone  on  their  light,  fleeting  wing  ; 
The  loveliest  blossom  of  Nature, 

That  unfolds  its  fair  form  to  the  day, 
Soon  yields  its  exquisite  perfume, 

And  its  bright  cheering  colors  decay; 
The  fleeciest  cloud  of  the  summer, 

Which  so  gracefully  floats  in  the  sky 
That  man  can  scarce  think  'neath  its  beauty 

The  great  power  of  the  tempest  doth  lie, — 
Reveals  that  earth's  pleasures  are  transient, 

That  man's  heart  in  its  actions  should  tend 
To  something  more  noble  and  lasting — 

To  his  great  supernatural  end. 
On  earth  man  can  have  no  true  pleasure, 

For  sweets  with  the  bitter  are  found, 
And  joys  which  to-day  seem  the  brightest 

Ere  to-morrow  with  grief  will  abound. 
E'en  Virtue  and  Science,  to  prosper, 

Must  rest  on  the  First  and  Great  Cause, 
And  "  God  is  all  Truth  "  is  the  basis 

Of  all  their  magnificent  laws. 
And  they  have  ever  moved  onward, 

Listening  e'er  to  the  voice  that  has  rung 
Adown  the  great  channel  of  ages, 

From  the  time  when  our  planet  was  young. 
But  Religion  alone  can  conduct  man 

To  regions  of  bliss  far  above, 
Where  sweetly  he'll  rest  from  his  labors 

In  that  kingdom  of  peace  and  of  love. 
There  Virtue  shall  find  her  just  merit, 

And  there,  too,  shall  the  last  echo  chime, 
Of  "  Onward  in  Virtue  and  Science  !" 
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Which  has  rung  from  the  childhood  of  time. 
Enjoying  the  pleasures  of  heaven, 

Man  will  then  experience  the  truth 
And  the  depth  of  the  meaning 

In  the  motto  he  has  heard  from  his  youth — 
Virtus  cum  Scientia. 

A  voice  from  the  home  of  our  childhood 

Sweetly  echoes  its  "  Onward  !"  to-day  : 
It  summons  us  to  our  loved  parents, 

To  the  scenes  of  our  home  far  away  ; 
It  tells  us  of  brothers  and  sisters 

Who  are  waiting  to  greet  our  return 
To  fill  once  again  the  old  places 

Left  vacant  during  our  sojourn. 
With  youth's  buoyant  spirit  we  listen 

To  the  voice  which  to  us  is  most  dear, 
But  ever  in  life's  brightest  sunshine 

A  shadow  is  sure  to  appear. 
This  voice,  though  so  joyous  and  blithesome, 

Has  touched,  in  the  depth  of  the  heart, 
A  chord  which,  vibrating,  now  echoes 

The  sad  sentence,  "  To-day  we  must  part." 
It  tells  us  that  school-life  is  over, 

We  must  yield  up  its  pleasures  at  last ; 
The  busy  preparing  of  lessons 

And  the  tasks  of  school-life  are  now  passed. 
Adieu,  loving  friends  of  the  class-room. 

Oh  !  how  sad  is  the  parting  "  Farewell  !" 
To  leave  those  we've  loved  e'en  as  sisters, 

And  in  life's  busy  school  henceforth  dwell. 
All  year  we  have  shared  in  amusements, 

All  our  aims  and  our  studies  been  one ; 
But  alas!  those  fond  pleasures  are  over — 

Life's  reality  now  has  begun. 
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Loved  Mother,  kind  teachers,  we  leave  you, 

But  we  take  firmly  stamped  on  our  heart 
The  maxims  of  "Virtus  cum  Scientia," 

And  the  heavenly  truths  they  impart. 
The  lessons  of  wisdom  you've  taught  us, 

And  the  proofs  of  affection  you've  given, 
Shall  cheer  us  through  life's  stormy  ocean, 

And  light  up  our  pathway  to  heaven. 
The  tie  of  true  friendship  shall  blossom, 

Till  transplanted,  forever  to  dwell 
Where  parting  ne'er  comes  ;  but  now  we  must  say, 

Farewell !  dear  St.  Mary's,  Farewell ! 
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CHAPTER   V. 

Festive  Days  at  St.  Mary's — Grandchildren's  Day 
— St.  Luke's  Feast — Graduates'  Feast— Thanks- 
giving— Rt.  Rev.  Bishop's  Feast — May-Day — May 
Picnic  —  Commencements  at  St.  Mary's  —  Com- 
mencement of  1877  —  Death  of  Bishop  de  St. 
Palais— Succeeded  by  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Chatard. 

JCARCELY  have  the  pupils  returned  from 
their  summer  vacation  than  they  begin 
to  talk  of  Grandchildren's  Day.  This 
comes  every  226.  of  October,  the  anniversary  of 
the  Community's  origin  in  America.  It  is  called 
Grandchildren's  Day  because  it  is  a  double  feast 
for  all  those  pupils  whose  mothers  were  educated 
at  St.  Mary's.  On  this  day  the  pupils  do  not 
rise  at  the  usual  hour,  but  are  allowed  what  all 
children  appreciate,  a  morning  slumber.  At  eight 
o'clock  all  assist  at  High  Mass,  after  which  the 
Reverend  Mother  presents  to  each  Grandchild  a 
bouquet  of  natural  flowers,  which  is  highly  prized. 

At  twelve  o'clock  all  partake  of  a  sumptuous  re- 
past in  honor  of  Mother  Theodore.  At  two  o'clock 
the  Grandchildren,  entitled  to  their  prerogative,  are 
conducted  to  the  Community-room,  where  Mother 
Theodore's  picture  is  embedded  in  autumn  leaves. 
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Here,  seated  among  the  Sisters  who  have  taught  their 
mothers,  gazing  on  the  picture  of  that  benign  face, 
they  learn  to  know  and  love  her.  Here  the  story  of 
October  22,  1840,  is  repeated.  The  early  struggles, 
the  privations  and  sufferings  of  the  pioneers  are  re- 
lated to  them,  as  they  listen  with  rapt  attention. 

They  are  told,  too,  of  the  generous  and  charitable 
deeds  of  the  friends  and  benefactors,  Mrs.  Parmen-J 
tiere  and  family  of  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  and  Mr.  Byerly's 
family  of  South  Bend,  Indiana,  who  were  friends 
indeed  to  the  Sisters  of  Providence,  and  the  names  of 
those  who  aided  the  infant  Community  will  ever  be 
held  in  grateful  remembrance  by  the  Sisterhood. 
Religious  who  have  grown  old  in  the  duties  of 
teachers  seem  to  have  their  youth  renewed  as  they 
sit  among  these  dear  children,  rehearsing  the  sports 
and  admirable  traits  of  their  former  pupils.  Finally, 
all  assemble  in  the  chapel,  to  thank  God  during  the 
Benediction  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  for  the  bless- 
ings He  has  so  bountifully  lavished  on  their  convent 
home. 

Next  comes  the  Graduates'  Feast — St.  Catherine's 
day,  Nov.  25th.  For  weeks  before,  this  feast  is 
talked  about.  The  Senior  classes  prepare  an  enter- 
tainment expressly  for  the  graduates,  given  on  the 
evening  of  the  24th.  St.  Cecilia's  feast  coming  on 
the  22d,  the  two  are  combined  and  celebrated  at  the 
same  time. 
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Shrines  are  formed  of  natural  flowers  and  lights 
about  the  pictures  of  these  two  saints ;  and  the  one 
of  St.  Catherine  in  the  Exhibition  Hall  is  also  decked 
in  festive  garlands.  Into  this  room  the  class  are  led 
that  evening  by  the  Seniors,  where  they  listen  to  a  pro- 
gramme consisting  of  tributes  to  St.  Catherine  and 
St.  Cecilia,  addresses  in  verse  containing  good  wishes 
for  the  future  of  the  graduates,  recitations,  and 
music,  both  instrumental  and  vocal,  of  no  ordinary 
grade  of  excellence. 

On  the  25th,  though  class  continues  in  the  other 
departments,  any  one  chancing  to  peep  into  the 
graduates'  room  would  imagine  himself  taking  a 
glimpse  of  fairyland.  All  day  they  receive  callers, 
and  in  the  evening  the  Reverend  Mother  treats  them 
to  an  elegant  dinner  of  six  courses  served  in  the 
Academy  parlors. 

Thus  ends  a  happy  school  festival  that  is  ever  en- 
joyed by  the  privileged  ones  who  are  fortunate 
enough  to  be  the  wearers  of  the  laurel  wreath  in  the 
following  June. 

This  joyous  occasion  is  quickly  followed  by  Thanks- 
giving, which  has  pleasures  peculiarly  its  own,  being 
an  entertainment  of  a  national  character. 

The  feast  of  St.  Luke,  October  18th,  though  not  a 
free  day,  also  has  its  own  attractions,  particularly 
for  those  devoted  to  Christian  art.-     Some  tribute  of 
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affection  is  placed  before  his  picture  on  each  return 
of  this  day.     The  following  will  illustrate. 

TRIBUTE  TO  ST.  LUKE. 

Our  Woodland  Home  is  nestled 

'Mid  scenes  surpassing  fair, 
Which  Providence  has  ordered 

With  tender  love  and  care  ; 
And  as  the  seasons  vary 

From  ice  and  snow  to  flowers, 
There's  always  some  new  beauty 

Around  this  home  of  ours. 

Rich  leaves  of  gold  and  crimson 

Now  cast  their  tints  afar 
Through  autumn's  mellow  sunlight, 

Each  gleaming  like  a  star, 
And  heralding  in  grandeur 

The  Artist's  festive  day — 
St.  Luke,  the  glorious  patron, 

To  whom  we  homage  pay. 

'Tis  meet  that  lovely  autumn, 

Enrobed  in  colors  bright, 
Should  usher  in  this  feast-day 

With  scenes  that  charm  the  sight; 
As  Luke,  the  sacred  Artist, 

With  wondrous  skill  portrayed 
On  glowing  page  of  canvas 

That  flower  that  ne'er  shall  fade — 

That  bloomed  one  bright  September, 

Two  thousand  years  ago, 
The  only  spotless  Lily 

That  ever  bloomed  below  : 
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The  hope  of  our  first  parents, 

The  solace  of  all  fears, 
The  dawn  of  man's  redemption, 

The  joy  of  coming  years. 

St.  Luke,  thy  task  was  glorious, 

Presenting  this  rare  flower 
To  future  generations 

With  so  unmatched  a  power; 
Portraying  to  the  faithful, 

In  words  and  lines  serene, 
The  praises  and  the  features 

Of  Mary,  Virgin  Queen. 

For  this,   St.  Luke,  we  hail  thee 

With  gratitude  and  love; 
We  beg  thy  intercession 

In  courts  of  bliss  above. 
Thou  ornament  of  Antioch, 

Physician  of  St.  Paul, 
Our  Lady's  true  historian, 

Oh,  hearken  to  our  call ! 

Pray,  guide  our  brush  and  pencil, 

And  aid  us  in  thy  art, 
Be  our  most  true  physician 

For  soul,  and  mind,  and  heart, 
And  also  our  Evangel, 

Good  tidings  to  us  bring, 
That  we  with  choirs  celestial 

"  Magnificat  "  may  sing. 

We  shall  pass  in  silence  over  the  Christmas-tide, 
but  we  shall  pause  for  a  moment  to  recall  the 
brightest    and  happiest   time  of  rejoicing,   January 


ST.  MARY   OF    THE    WOODS.  75 

29th — "  Father  Bishop's  feast."  What  recollections 
are  awakened  by  the  mere  mention  of  "  Father 
Bishop's  feast  "!  One  of  the  most  dignified  enter- 
tainments of  the  year  is  given  on  the  evening  of  the 
28th  of  January,  in  honor  of  the  Father  and  friend 
to  all  St.  Mary's  girls — Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Chatard. 
This  honored  prelate,  alumnus  of  the  Urban  Col- 
lege of  the  Propaganda,  was  one  of  the  Private 
Chamberlains  of  our  Holy  Father  Pope  Pius  IX. 
when  called  to  the  honors  of  the  Episcopacy  by 
this  saintly  Pontiff,  and  Rector  of  the  American 
College  at  Rome,  for  which  position  his  extensive 
knowledge,  universal  courtesy,  and  decided  character 
particularly  fitted  him. 

In  his  later  dignity  as  Prelate  of  the  Church  his 
zeal  for  the  general  good  has  a  much  more  extended 
field  ;  and  as  his  personal  experience  is  of  the  most 
varied  kind,  his  ideas  on  education  are  both  fixed 
and  practical. 

He  enters  into  school  work  with  a  zest  and  ability 
that  evince  long  years  of  profound  study  of  this  very 
important  subject  of  the  c)ay ;  and  he  leaves  nothing 
undone  to  impress  all  under  his  care  with  the  neces- 
sity of  unremitting  efforts  in  the  arduous  work  of 
education. 

The  Bishop's  interest  in  St.  Mary's  and  his  de- 
votedness  to  all  there  may  be  considered  truly  untir- 
ing ;  he  is  always  at  the  disposal  of  the  children,  and 
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each  pupil  finds  in  him  a  wise  counsellor,  a  kind 
Father,  and  an  unchanging  friend.  Need  we  wonder 
that  his  feast  is  so  great  an  event  to  those  experi- 
encing his  goodness  and  zeal  ?  It  is  but  fitting  that 
their  energies  and  ingenuity  should  be  exerted  on  so 
opportune  an  occasion  of  manifesting,  not  only 
their  gratitude,  but  likewise  their  love  and  honor  for 
one  whom  the  Church  ranks  among  her  princes. 
Lasting  are  the  lessons  they  receive  of  respect  and 
submission  towards  the  ministers  of  God,  when  such 
anniversaries  are  made  a  means  of  inculcating  those 
principles.  These  entertainments  are  the  means,  too, 
of  developing  hidden  talent.  The  child,  naturally 
affectionate  and  appreciative,  under  the  impulse  of 
generous  feeling  awakened  by  circumstances  so  re- 
plete with  noble  sentiments,  often  surprises  her 
teachers  by  prose  and  poetic  productions  of  merit. 

May-day  is  pre-eminently  the  children  of  Mary's 
day,  and  oh,  how  enjoyable  !  The  privilege  that 
every  child  of  Mary  covets  is  to  decorate  the  ora- 
tory and  crown  with  fairest  blossoms  the  Queen  of 
May.  The  ceremony  is  very  pretty,  and  certainly 
tends  to  develop  tender  devotion  to  the  Mother  of 
God. 

On  this  occasion,  as  on  so  many  others,  the  pupils 
wreathe  flowers  of  poesy  among  nature's  buds  and 
blossoms.  The  following,  composed  by  a  child  of 
Mary  in  1873,  will  tell  how  much  they  love  May-day: 
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OUR  LADY'S  WREATH. 

On  the  four-and-twentieth  morning, 

In  the  May  of  Seventy-three, 
With  loud  whistles  giving  warning 

Of  its  presence  soon  to  be, 
Came  the  train  in  swiftest  measure, 

Gliding  onward  o'er  the  rail, 
Filling  many  hearts  with  pleasure 

By  the  welcome  morning  mail. 

But  besides  kind  friendship  greeting, 

Welcomed  ever  without  fail, 
On  this  morning  bright  but  fleeting 

Came  a  package  light  and  frail. 
Eager  hands  soon  raised  the  cover, 

Bringing  all  within  to  light  ; 
'Tis  an  off'ring  to  our  Mother 

Of  a  wreath  of  purest  white. 

Loving  gift  from  unknown  donor, 

One  whose  name  we  may  not  hear, 
But  whose  heart  Our  Lady's  honor 

Ever  holds  most  fondly  dear. 
'Tis  a  meek  and  lowly  spirit 

Leaves  the  giver's  name  unknown  ; 
While  on  earth  we  may  not  hear  it, 

But  we  shall  near  Mary's  throne. 

Of  the  pupils  who  were  waiting 

Time  to  go  to  Study  Hall, 
Some  were  listening,  some  relating 

Of  the  wreath  their  knowledge  all. 
Come  and  see  the  fluwers  charming, 

Lovely  blossoms  pure  and  fair, 
Twining  sweetly,  surely  forming 

Loving  hearts'  most  fervent  prayer. 


/S      A  BRIEF  ff/STOH  V  OF  ST.  MAR  V'S  INSTITUTE, 

"  Oh,  how  sweet,"  cried  one,  "  the  token." 

"  It  is  nice,"  one  calmly  said. 
"  'Tis  perfection,"  quick  was  spoken, 

'•  Fairer  wreath  could  not  be  made." 
Oh  !  it  must  have  been  some  fairy — 

Mortal  hands  could  ne'er  have  power 
Wreath  so  lovely,  e'en  for  Mary, 

To  entwine  from  fairest  flower. 

On  her  brow  the  flowers  placing, 

Bending  lowly  at  her  feet, 
With  the  wreath  her  statue  gracing, 

Our  loved  Mother  did  we  greet. 
Gentle  star  of  life's  dark  ocean, 

Shining  clear  thy  children  o'er, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  deep  devotion 

Till  we  reach  the  heav'nly  shore. 

Help  us  on  our  voyage  dreary, 

Guide  us  on  the  stormy  sea  ; 
Tempests  rage  and  we  are  weary, 

All  our  trust  we  place  in  thee. 
Now  thy  crown's  thy  brow  adorning, 

Resting  fragile  as  a  breath  ; 
And  we'll  ne'er  forget  the  morning 

We  first  saw  thy  lovely  wreath. 

The  last  holiday  of  the  scholastic  year  is  the  May 
picnic.  This  means  a  free  day  spent  in  the  back 
play-grounds  before  described.  Each  class  chooses 
its  own  part  of  the  lawn  among  the  trees,  and  on  it 
tables  are  prepared.  The  forenoon  is  thus  pleasantly 
spent  making  preparations,  arranging  thrones  and 
canopies  out  of  the  branches  of  the  trees   for  their 
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teachers,  whom  they  love  to  think  of  as  queens. 
They  imagine  if  their  preceptresses  would  occupy 
those  novel  thrones  that  trials  and  difficulties  would 
be  forgotten.  And,  indeed,  their  teachers  are  de- 
lighted when  they  see  those  young  faces  radiant 
with  joy,  forgetting  themselves  in  their  devotedness 
to  others.  Guitars  and  mandolins  fill  the  spring  air 
with  melody.  Lawn-tennis,  croquet,  and  various 
other  games  are  played,  and  when  night  falls  it  finds 
maidens  fatigued  from  the  very  fulness  of  their  pure 
and  girlish  amusements,  glad  to  welcome  their  downy 
pillow. 

Commencement  Day  is  the  culmination  of  all  the 
enjoyments  of  the  scholastic  year.  The  commence- 
ments at  St.  Mary's  are  of  a  character  peculiarly 
their  own.  For  these  exercises  the  hall  is  very 
plainly  decorated,  a  few  branches  of  forest  trees, 
some  potted  plants,  and  garlands  constituting  the 
ornamentation.  The  pupils  are  required  to  wear 
plain  soft  muslin  costumes,  destitute  of  all  ornament 
save  sprays  of  natural  flowers.  No  offerings  of  any 
kind  are  received  on  the  stage. 

The  pupils  stand  before  a  large  and  intelligent 
audience  in  all  their  simplicity,  their  faces  lighted 
up  by  that  attractive  expression  which  always  indi- 
cates culture  and  nobility  of  thought,  the  comple- 
ment of  real  education,  the  secret  of  a  chaste  and 
pleasing  beauty  so  often  stamped  on  plain  and  even 
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homely  features.  This  is  the  result  of  training, 
which  has  become  so  marked  that  a  St.  Mary's  pupil 
can  be  easily  selected  from  among  hundreds. 

The  programme  consists  of  music  of  a  high  grade, 
and  essays  that  show  mental  culture  in  a  high  degree, 
as  the  appendix  illustrates. 

Two  of  these  commencement  days,  however,  are 
sadly  memorable — that  of  '56,  for  reasons  already 
given,  and  the  one  of  '77,  for  it  was  the  last  day  that 
Bishop  de  St.  Palais  spent  among  his  children  at  St. 
Mary's. 

This  honored  prelate  was  a  nobleman  by  birth,  in 
sentiment  and  personal  appearance.  His  grandeur 
was  of  that  rare  kind  which  age  only  augments. 
He  had  guarded  the  very  cradle  of  St.  Mary  of  the 
Woods,  and  to  him  nowhere  was  the  grass  so  green, 
the  sky  so  blue,  as  there. 

Commencement  morning  of  1877  was  a  bright  and 
glorious  one.  Bishop  de  St.  Palais,  seated  on  his 
throne  on  the  stage,  never  looked  more  benign,  and 
his  children  were  happy  in  his  presence.  The  grad- 
uates remained  till  the  next  day,  that  they  might 
have  more  time  to  spend  with  "  Father  Bishop." 
But  how  often  a  bright  and  sunny  morning  heralds 
a  dark  and  gloomy  day  !  Before  anothersun  flooded 
with  refulgent  light  the  cross-crowned  dome,  a  veil 
of  sorrow  hung  over  the  "  Woodland  Home."  On 
the  morning  of  June  28th,  before  the  pupils  were 
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aroused  from  their  slumbers,  death,  in  the  form  of 
paralysis,  cast  prostrate  and  helpless  the  good  Bishop, 
who  after  a  few  hours  of  suffering  and  unconscious- 
ness was  called  to  his  eternal  home. 

Great  was  the  sorrow  at  St.  Mary's.  One  thought 
occupied  all  minds.  Death  is  appalling,  no  matter 
what  form  it  assumes ;  but  when  it  takes  from  us 
unexpectedly  and  instantaneously  those  we  love,  it 
comes  with  a  power  that  would  be  overwhelming  but 
for  faith,  which  lifts  us  up  to  that  loving  God  Who 
"  keeps  us  as  the  apple  of  His  eye,  and  protects  us 
under  the  shadow  of  His  wings." 

This  loving  providence  for  St.  Mary's  was  again 
specially  manifest ;  for  at  this  very  time  was  God 
raising  up  in  the  Eternal  City  another  friend,  a  de- 
voted father  and  guide — the  Rt.  Rev.  F.  S.  Chatard, 
D.D. 
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CHAPTER  VL 

A  Glance  at  the  Interior  of  St.  Mary's  Academic 
Institute — An  Hour  in  the  Literary  Depart- 
ment—  Study-hall  Class-rooms  —  The  Reading- 
room  of  the  catherinian  circle  —  thoughts 
suggested  by  Graduates'  Pictures— The  Cabinet 
— The  Studio— The  Music  Department. 

HIS  institution  is  pronounced  by  persons 
who  have  visited  educational  establish- 
ments not  only  in  America,  but  also  in 
Europe,  one  of  the  finest  in  the  United  States. 
The  numerous  windows,  spacious  apartments,  and 
massive  walls,  partly  brick  and  partly  stone,  of  this 
imposing  edifice  speak  not  only  of  substantiality  but 
also  of  comfort  and  refinement.  The  building  has 
never  been  completed,  but  it  is  the  intention  of  the 
present  Superior-General  to  finish  it  in  a  few  years, 
if  not  wholly,  at  least  partially,  in  accordance  with 
the  first  plan,  which  is  that  of  a  square  constructed 
around  a  spacious  court. 

Seated  in  the  Academy  parlors,  we  are  attracted 
by  a  production  of  genius  enclosed  in  a  gilt  frame 
hanging  above  an  inviting  sofa.  It  has  been  put 
there  to  be  seen,  we  think,  so  we  draw  nearer  to  view 
the  design  more  closely.     We  find  near  the  top  of 
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the  frame  the  photograph  of  General  Newton,  Mrs. 
Newton,  and  little  Mary,  two  and  a  half  years  old. 
Interwoven  around  and  among  the  pictures  with 
cunning  effect  in  elaborate  letters  are  the  words, 
"  Explosion  of  Hell  Gate,  September  24,  1876." 
Beneath  these  photographs  are  two  poems  copied  in 
various  styles  of  penmanship,  all  models  of  profi- 
ciency in  this  art.  One  relates  the  explosion  of  Hell 
Gate,  the  other  that  of  Flood  Rock.  Near  the  bot- 
tom of  the  frame  is  a  picture  of  Mary  when  twelve 
years  old,  touching  the  key  that  sent  Flood  Rock  to 
the  bottom  of  the  ocean.  The  ingenuity,  exquisite 
taste,  excellent  penmanship,  poetic  talent,  and  the 
memorable  events  recorded  entitle  this  combination 
to  a  place  of  distinction  in  the  domain  of  art. 

General  and  Mrs.  Newton  have  been  kind  friends 
to  the  Institute.  Prior  to  October  10,  1885,  Mrs. 
Newton  wrote,  asking  the  Sisters  to  make  a  novena, 
begging,  if  it  were  God's  will,  success  for  her  hus- 
band's undertaking.  The  novena  was  made,  and 
when  it  was  known  that  General  Newton  had  im- 
mortalized his  name  by  making  New  York  harbor 
the  finest  in  the  world,  a  Sister,  who  was  a  poet  both 
by  nature  and  culture,  composed  the  poems,  while 
another,  whose  name  is  dear  to  hundreds  in  the 
United  States,  one  who  taught  art  at  the  Academy 
for  forty-one  years,  conceived  and  made  a  beauteous 
whole  of   photographs   and  writings.     When  poets 
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and   artists   combine,  no  marvel   that  prosy  people 
wonder  and  admire. 

EXPLOSION   OF    HELL   GATE. 

September  24,  1876. 

Was  it  a  poetic  fancy, 

Or  a  sentiment  more  sublime, 
That  prompted  General  Newton 

Thus  to  fire  the  dangerous  mine? 
Or  was  it  an  inspiration, 

That  a  work  so  nobly  planned 
Should  reach  its  splendid  climax 

By  the  touch  of  his  infant's  hand? 

Feast  of  Our  Lady  of  Mercy 

Was  the  all-auspicious  day 
When  the  granite  rock  of  Hell  Gate 

To  the  baby's  hand  gave  way. 
With  her  tiny  infant  finger 

Mary  pressed  the  key,  and  lo! 
Thousands  beheld,  in  a  moment, 

The  effects  of  that  splendid  blow. 

The  labor  of  years  is  over, 

The  obstruction  cleared  away, 
And  the  great  metropolis  glories 

In  the  world's  most  noble  bay. 
God's  force  in  a  baby's  finger, 

Like  the  touch  of  a  magic  wand, 
Above  all  other  forces 

Achieved  a  result  so  grand. 

The  frowning  rock  called  "  Hell  Gate" 

Is  the  mariner's  dread  no  more, 
Since  Mary's  finger  has  opened 

A  safe  sea-way  to  the  shore. 
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Science  and  engineering 

A  more  brilliant  prestige  gain  ; 
And  the  noble  General  Newton 

Has  immortalized  his  name. 

Powerful  explosive  agents 

Confined  in  the  mine  must  be; 
But  the  pressure  of  Mary's  finger 

In  an  instant  sets  them  free. 
With  a  flash  of  electric  fluid 

The  work  of  destruction  is  o'er, 
Science  and  faith  are  triumphant, 

And  "  Hell  Gate"  is  no  more. 

This  powerful  exploit,  wrought 

By  a  master-mind,  'tis  clear, 
Is  now  the  crowning  glory 

Of  this  Centennial  Year. 
Mary's  name  with  her  father's  fame 

Forever  linked  will  be  ; 
Till  both  shall  gain  that  true  fame — 

A  blessed  Immortality. 

EXPLOSION— FLOOD    ROCK. 

October  10,  1885. 

Forth  the  mandate  issues  : 

"  Let  Flood  Rock  be  no  more ; 
Our  commerce  must  have  freedom 

On  our  Atlantic  shore." 

Dangers  now  are  o'er. 

Ring  out  a  glorious  paean 

Of  triumph  and  of  fame  ; 
Congratulate  the  hero, 

Keep  honored  Mary's  name. 
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A  copy  of  the  poem  of  1876  was  sent  to  Mrs. 
Newton,  who,  acknowledging  its  receipt,  assured  the 
Sisters  of  her  appreciation,  not  only  of  the  compli- 
ment bestowed  on  her  family,  but  also  of  the  artistic 
merit  of  the  design,  and  of  the  kindly  interest  she  and 
her  honored  husband  take  in  St.  Mary's  Academic 
Institute. 

Leaving  the  parlors,  we  meet  the  young  ladies  on 
their  way  to  the  various  apartments,  and  are  impressed 
with  their  studious  appearance  and  lady-like  bearing, 
convincing  us  that  well  remembered  are  the  coun- 
sels of  Mother  Theodore  relative  to  the  mild  though 
strict  discipline  needed  in  a  convent  boarding-school. 

Girls  in  their  tender  years,  when  a  mental  and 
physical  development  is  transporting  them  from  girl- 
hood to  womanhood  days,  need  a  firm  yet  gentle 
restraint.  One  so  gentle  that  it  can  scarcely  be  felt, 
yet  so  potent  that  it  will  develop  strong  and  noble 
qualities.  "  Let  your  vigilance,  my  daughters," 
Mother  Theodore  would  say,  "  be  mild;  but  let  it 
be  a  vigilance.  See  to  the  games  and  sports  of  the 
children ;  that  the  atmosphere  of  those  entrusted 
to  your  care  be  free  from  those  maddening  excite- 
ments so  infatuating  for  the  young,  but  which  ever 
bring  a  pallor  to  the  cheek,  a  dulness  to  the  eye." 

The  young  need  a  constant  watchfulness,  thought 
Mother  Theodore ;  and  we  are  glad  to  say  that  in 
this  age  of  license,  when  chaperones  are  discarded, 
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hundreds  of  wise  and  cultured  mothers  think  the 
same. 

Passing  on  through  the  wide  and  well-lighted  cor- 
ridors we  reach  the  recreation-halls,  and  glance  into 
these  spacious  apartments,  where  fine  pianos  and 
abundant  sunlight  streaming  in  from  large  windows 
on  the  east,  south,  and  west  add  to  the  merriment 
of  care-free  children.  But  yonder  stairway  is  invit- 
ing;  we  are  not  long  ascending,  and  find  ourselves 
face  to  face  with  what  is  termed  the  "  study-hall." 
This  large  room  is  ninety  feet  long  and  forty  feet 
wide,  and  no  expense  has  been  spared  to  make  it 
comfortable,  cheerful,  and  delightfully  attractive. 

While  passing  thence  through  large  halls  and 
beautiful  arches,  we  notice  many  recitation-rooms 
well  provided  with  charts,  maps,  atlases,  blackboards  ; 
also  cases  well  filled  with  reference-books,  and 
various  chemical,  astronomical  and  philosophical 
apparatus.  But  we  have  come  to  a  room  whose 
fascinations  we  can  not  resist.  It  is  well  to  rest  in 
those  easy  chairs,  for  there  is  much  to  engage  one's 
interest  here.  This  room  is  located  at  the  extremity 
of  the  literary  department,  and  is  tastefully  furnished. 
The  walls  are  of  a  light  tinted  green,  relieved  by  a 
gilt  border  ;  the  floor  is  covered  with  matting.  Large 
tables  of  old  oak,  having  green-felt  tops,  occupy  the 
centre  of  the  room  ;  easy  chairs,  gilt  radiators,  a 
finely  carved  case   of    old   oak,  on  which   stands  a 
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statue  of  St.  Catherine  of  Alexandria,  complete  the 
furniture.  This,  we  are  told,  is  the  reading-room  of 
the  institution,  or  St.  Catherine's  room,  as  here  the 
Catherinian  Circle  meet  for  literary  criticism.  The 
work  of  this  society  is  explained  in  the  Prospectus, 
which  we  copy. 

"This  association  is  composed  of  the  graduates 
and  a  class  of  seniors.  The  object  is  to  cultivate  a 
taste  for  polite  literature.  Meetings  are  held  each 
week,  at  which  the  notes  taken  during  their  private 
reading  are  rehearsed.  It  is  impressed  upon  their 
minds  that  '  you  might  read  all  the  books  in  the 
British  Museum,  if  you  could  live  long  enough,  and 
remain  an  utterly  illiterate  person  ;  but  if  you  read 
ten  pages  of  a  good  book,  letter  by  letter,  that  is  to 
say,  with  real  accuracy,  you  are  forevermore,  in  some 
measure,  an  educated  person.'  (Ruskin.)  The  mem- 
bers are  supposed  to  read  their  books  letter  by 
letter ;  to  remark  how  comprehensive  the  title  is  ; 
whether  the  work  be  original  or  a  translation  ;  the 
motto,  if  there  be  one  ;  the  number  of  editions  ;  by 
whom  published  and  approved  ;  the  dedication,  the 
preface,  and  introduction.  These  will  furnish  an  in- 
dex to  its  character.  Chief  attention  is  given,  how- 
ever, to  what  the  author  says,  and  how  he  says  it ; 
thus  knowledge  .is  increased  and  the  style  becomes 
familiar  to  them.  The  classics  are  carefully  analyzed 
and   their   beauties    brought    to   notice.     Extensive 
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mythologies  and  ancient  classics,  from  which  all  that 
is  Christian  has  been  excluded,  arc  used  only  inso- 
far as  to  enable  the  allusions  occurring  in  literature  to 
be  understood,  and  classic  painting,  sculpture,  and 
the  like  to  be  appreciated."' 

The  following,  copied  from  a  journal  published  by 
the  young  ladies,  will  explain  one  of  their  meetings : 
"  Among  the  subjects  discussed  at  the  last  meeting 
of  the  Catherinian  Circle  were  the  introduction  to 
the  '  Life  of  St.  Elizabeth  of  Hungary,'  by  Monta- 
lembert ;  '  Christian  Truths,'  by  Rt.  Rev.  F.  S. 
Chatard,  D.D.;  '  Evidences  of  Religion,'  by  Jouin  ; 
*  Inquisition,'  from  Spalding's  '  Miscellanies,'  and 
Balmes'  '  Catholicity  and  Protestantism  Compared.' ' 

This  is  a  golden  opportunity,  and  judging  from 
the  interest  manifested  in  the  weekly  reunion,  the 
young  ladies  will  glean  many  lessons  of  wisdom, 
enabling  them  to  realize  more  perfectly  the  utility 
of  all  contained  in  the  motto :  "  Knowledge  and 
Virtue  United." 

In  this  room  they  imbibe  a  taste  for  classic  lore 
from  the  very  shelves  and  walls;  but  when  they  begin 
to  commune  with  those  master-minds,  those  lumin- 
aries who  have  shed  so  brilliant  a  light  from  the 
ages  of  the  past,  they  readily  understand  the  ex- 
pediency of  providing  easy-chairs  for  a  room  where 
one  will  be  apt  to  remain  long.  The  library  is  not 
so  extensive  as  might  be  expected ;  yet,  considering 
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the  nucleus  from  which  it  has  sprung,  the  growth 
cannot  be  called  dwarfish.  Here,  as  elsewhere,  we 
find  substantial  tokens  of  the  interest  that  worthy 
friends  have  taken  in  the  welfare  of  the  institution. 

The  pupils,  with  true  love  for  their  Alma  Mater, 
have  from  time  to  time  adorned  the  shelves  of  the 
library  with  lasting  proofs  of  their  kindly  interest. 
These  books,  containing  the  name  of  the  donor  and 
teacher  to  whom  given,  cause  both  to  live  in  the 
memories  of  their  successors.  Their  contributions 
embrace  hundreds  of  volumes  of  fiction,  history, 
poetry,  hagiology,  biography,  travels,  letters,  and 
journals,  doctrinal  and  ascetical  works. 

Many  other  devoted  friends  have  also  contributed 
to  its  store.  Among  the  donations  will  be  noticed 
the  works  of  Rt.  Rev.  F.  S.  Chatard,  D.D.,  the  his- 
torical writings  of  A.  T.  Drane,  the  works  of  Jose- 
phus,  John  Adams,  Washington  Irving,  Benjamin 
Franklin,  Bryant,  and  all  the  standard  authors. 
The  Literary  Society  is  monthly  reminded  of  the 
debt  of  gratitude  they  owe  to  patrons  who  furnish 
current  literature  by  regularly  sending  various 
periodicals.  The  latest  attraction  of  the  reading 
room  are  the  recently  added  works  of  Dr.  John  Gil- 
mary  Shea. 

The  Sisters  have  filled  the  shelves  of  the  library 
with    instructive    and    interesting    books,    encyclo- 
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paedias,  etc.,  so  the  reading-room  even  now  affords 
variety  enough  for  the  most  diversified  tastes. 

The  photographs  of  the  graduates  adorning  the 
walls  contribute  also  to  the  attractions  of  the  room. 
These  groups  of  intelligent  faces  suggest  much  food 
for  thought  to  the  teacher  who  has  spent  many  years 
in  the  laborious  work  of  training  the  mind  and 
heart.  How  often,  as  she  glances  at  these  groups, 
do  the  girlish  forms,  radiant  smiles,  and  sparkling 
eyes  live  again,  and  she  complacently  re-echoes  the 
sentiments  of  the  Roman  matron  of  old  :  "  Behold  my 
jewels."  She  sees  among  them  some  privileged  chil- 
dren that  were  for  a  brief  time  lent  to  earth,  to  be 
early  called  to  heaven.  Yes,  the  silver  paeans  of  joy 
that  so  often  filled  St.  Mary's  with  gladness  have 
been  sometimes  blended  with  the  muffled  tones  of 
sorrow.  Death  has  torn  from  loving  homes  the  purest 
and  the  best ;  hearts  have  bled  to  offer  those  who 
gave  promise  of  ever  leading  Christian  lives,  and  of 
spreading  about  them  the  odor  of  virtue.  But,  fond 
teacher,  console  yourself  with  the  thought  of  the 
trials  those  children  have  escaped,  also  with  the 
hope  of  enjoying  an  eternal  reunion,  a  round  of  un- 
broken bliss.  The  following  obituary  notice,  copied 
from  the  September  number  of  a  journal  published 
by  the  "  Children  of  Mary,"  is  selected  from  among 
many  because  of  the  peculiar  sorrow  therein  chron- 
icled. 
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"OBITUARY  NOTICE. 

"  On  the  30th  of  April,  1889,  the  usual  ceremony 
of  crowning  Our  Lady's  statue  was  performed.  The 
trees  were  beautiful  in  their  spring  garb,  the  birds 
carolled  their  sweetest  lays,  the  sun  lent  to  the  scene 
his  genial  smiles  ;  and  it  was  a  holiday,  a  national 
holiday  besides,  fraught  with  sacred  recollections  of 
the  great  and  good.  All  St.  Mary's  pupils  spent  a 
happy  day,  and  there  was  one,  a  pupil  of  '83,  many 
hundred  miles  from  her  Alma  Mater,  who  instinct- 
ively turned  her  thoughts  to  her  Woodland  school. 
In  imagination  she  visited  the  precious  shrines  in  the 
play-ground,  and  wandered  along  the  banks  of  the 
dear  little  lake  in  which  she  had  found  so  many  beau- 
ties, and  shared  in  the  innocent  amusements  that 
called  forth  many  peals  of  joyous  laughter.  As  the 
day  declined,  she,  in  spirit,  joined  the  procession  of 
white-robed  maidens  as  they  slowly  wended  their 
way  to  our  blessed  Mother's  shrine,  and  blended 
her  sweet  voice  in  the  oft-repeated  though  ever-new 
refrain  of  the  Litany  of  Loretto. 

"Abbie,  the  pupil  of  whom  we  speak,  Mrs.  Geis, 
nte  Lucas,  spent  April  30th  in  Johnstown,  Penn., 
though  we  are  told  she  was  with  us  in  spirit.  She 
was  a  young  mother  and  a  happy  wife  :  in  her  arms 
was  her  infant   Richard,  only  six   months  old ;    in 
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her  loved  Western  home,  Salina,  Kan.,  were  her  de- 
voted husband  and  her  darling  daughter  Gertrude. 
Mrs.  Geis  had  been  ailing  and  had  gone  to  visit  her 
brother-in-law,  Mr.  Quinn,  hoping  that  a  change 
might  restore  her  to  health.  May  dawned  bright 
and  sunny,  and  each  day  brought  the  rose  of  health 
to  her  cheek,  causing  her  to  raise  her  voice  and 
heart  in  gratitude  to  the  great  Giver  of  life  and 
health.  On  the  afternoon  of  May  31st,  the  last  day 
of  Our  Lady's  month,  she  was  looking  forward  to 
June  3d,  which  was  to  bring  her  to  her  precious  and 
ever  attentive  husband. 

"  For  several  days  rain  had  fallen  in  torrents  till,  on 
this  eventful  afternoon,  the  water  in  the  lower  por- 
tion of  Johnstown  had  risen  to  six  feet,  while  in  the 
part  where  Mrs.  Geis  dwelt  it  was  two  or  three  feet 
deep.  Mrs.  Quinn,  her  sister-in-law,  had  been  called 
out  of  town,  and  had  left  the  family  in  her  care.  At 
half-past  three  o'clock,  that  never-to-be-forgotten- 
day,  Abbie,  her  niece  Gertrude,  six  and  a  half  years 
old,  and  baby  Richard  were  pleasantly  engaged  in 
the  sitting-room,  when  Mr.  Quinn  entered,  and  lay- 
ing a  parcel  on  the  table,  remarked :  '  I  have 
brought  home  some  candles  ;  for,  owing  to  the  high 
water,  we  can  have  neither  gas  nor  electric  light  to- 
night.' '  How  thoughtful  of  you  to  think  of  the 
candles,'  she  replied.  Just  then  they  were  alarmed 
by  a  terrific  noise.     Mr.  Quinn   rushed  to  the  front 
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door  and  instantly  returned,  exclaiming :  '  Take 
the  children,  and  follow  me  at  once.' 

"  Mrs.  Geis,  who  was  very  self-possessed,  said  :  '  Is 
there  immediate  danger?'  Mr.  Quinn  assured  her 
there  was,  and,  gathering  together  the  little  ones,  he 
rushed  to  the  mountains,  two  blocks  distant.  She 
and  the  servant-maid,  with  Gertrude  Quinn  and 
baby  Richard,  remained  behind  a  few  minutes  to 
take  some  articles  of  clothing,  when  they,  too, 
started  for  the  mountains.  Reaching  Main  Street, 
they  saw  the  water  in  the  form  of  an  immense  wall 
coming  with  great  rapidity.  Overwhelmed  with 
fear  they  stood  there  motionless,  when  finally  the 
servant-girl  exclaimed :  '  Let  us  return  to  the 
attic'  They  did  so,  but  were  scarcely  there  when 
the  water  was,  too.  The  adjoining  houses  were 
overturned  and  dashed  against  theirs,  crushing  it  as 
if  it  were  a  shell.  The  water  entered  ;  the  plastering 
fell ;  death  was  inevitable ;  and  there  stood  the 
mother  with  her  precious  babe  and  niece.  '  Let  us 
go  into  the  closets,'  she  said,  '  that  we  may  not  see 
one  another  die  ;'  then  added  :  '  Oh,  no  !  let  us  all 
die  praying  ! '  They  knelt  down,  and  oh  !  how  fer- 
vently they  must  have  prayed !  The  house  is 
crushed — all  is  over.  Abbie,  clasping  her  darling 
Richard  to  her  heart,  has  gone  to  meet  her  God. 

"Mysterious  are  His  ways,  inscrutable  His  merciful 
designs.      Little  Gertrude  Quinn  was  taken  up  by 
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the  mad  waves  and  let  down  on  the  roof  of  a  high 
house.  The  flood  continued  to  increase  in  its  fury, 
and  little  Gertrude  was  not  safe,  even  there  the 
waters  reached  her ;  but  over  this  house  the  tele- 
graph wires  passed,  and  the  baby  hands  grasped 
them  as  a  last  hope.  Five  times  those  tender  fingers 
were  forced  to  loose  their  hold,  and  five  times  tiny 
fingers  clasped  again  the  only  support  that  saved  her 
from  a  watery  grave.  At  last,  at  six  o'clock,  a  negro 
out  in  a  boat  rescued  the  little  dangler.  The  next 
day  she  was  restored  to  the  arms  of  her  heart-broken 
father. 

"  Sweet  Gertrude,  little  heroine  of  Johnstown 
Flood,  how  we  should  love  to  see  you  !  God  certain- 
ly destined  you  to  tell  us  of  Abbie's  sad  end,  and  to 
comfort  her  friends  with  the  assurance  that  she  died 
invoking  God's  mercy.  She  was  thus  cruelly  torn 
from  everything  that  makes  life  sweet ;  but  she  was 
clothed  in  our  Mother's  livery,  and  died  imploring 
her  aid  in  whom  she  ever  placed  her  hope.  She  had 
lived  a  fervent  Christian ;  from  earliest  youth  she 
loved  our  Immaculate  Mother,  and  in  school  she 
endeared  herself  to  teachers  and  classmates  by  her 
sincere  piety  and  self-forgetfulness. 

"  When,  on  Commencement  Day,  1883,  compli- 
ments were  lavished  on  her  owing  to  the  excellent 
manner  in  which  she  sang  her  part  in  '  Justus  ut 
Palma,'  a  duet  by  Lambillotte,  she  appeared  indiffer- 
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ent  to  the  praise  that  would  have  at  least  pleased  the 
vanity  of  persons  older  and  more  experienced.  We 
can  still  hear  the  tones  of  her  rich,  mellow  voice 
rendering,  with  admirable  effect,  the  sublime  mean- 
ing of  the  words  :  *  The  just  shall  flourish  as  the 
palm  and  germinate  as  the  lily.'  Dear  Abbie,  you 
led  the  life  of  the  just,  and  we  trust  the  palm  of 
victory  is  yours  to-day. 

"  Mr.  Geisr  a  prominent  lawyer  of  Salina,  Kansas, 
has  proved  himself  worthy  of  so  noble  a  Christian 
wife.  As  soon  as  the  first  bursts  of  grief  were  past 
he  turned  to  those  she  loved,  the  friends  of  her  early 
youth,  seeking  sympathy  and  prayer.  Now  that  death 
has  robbed  him  of  his  treasured  wife  and  child,  his 
greatest  desire  is  to  see  Gertrude  old  enough  to  tread 
the  halls  and  share  the  joys  and  advantages  so  deeply 
appreciated  by  her  mother.  It  is  edifying  to  hear 
the  reflections  of  this  worthy  Christian,  and  to  wit- 
ness his  submission  to  God's  will  in  this  fearful  be- 
reavement. The  children  of  Mary  all  feel  deeply  the 
sad  and  premature  death  of  one  familiarly  known, 
and  take  this  occasion  to  extend  to  Mr.  Geis  and  all 
afflicted  friends  their  heart-felt  sympathy,  and  an 
assurance  of  their  remembrance  in  prayer." 

Leaving  the  reading-room,  we  come  to  the  cabinet, 
a  few  yards  distant.  This  is  a  powerful  auxiliary  to 
the  acquisition  of  science,  and  is  valuable  not  only 
because  of  its  wealth  of  rare  and  precious  specimens, 
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but  also  because  of  its  history.  It  takes  us  back  to 
the  first  college  in  Indiana,  located  at  Vincennes. 
Reverend  Father  Martin  had  care  of  the  cabinet, 
and  was  a  very  efficient  collector.  Rt.  Reverend 
Bishop  Brute,  many  of  the  pioneer  clergymen  and 
gentlemen  of  their  acquaintance  considered  it  an 
honor  to  contribute  to  Father  Martin's  cabinent,  so 
that  it  soon  began  to  assume  encouraging  propor- 
tions. When  Father  Martin  became  bishop  of  Baton 
Rouge  he  left  the  cabinet  to  Rev.  John  B.  Corbe> 
who  afterwards  transferred  it  to  St.  Mary's  Acad- 
emy. Several  of  the  State  geologists  have  taken 
much  interest  in  it,  one  contributing  a  complete  col- 
lection of  the  Wabash  shells,  and  labelling  every  one 
of  them.  On  another  occasion,  a  State  geologist, 
whose  nieces  were  educated  at  St.  Mary's,  spent  a 
whole  day  classifying  and  labelling  specimens.  Not 
only  members  of  the  State  Geological  Department, 
but  numerous  friends  of  the  institution,  have  added 
specimens.  Pupils  afterwards  wives  of  naval  officers, 
and  others,  making  a  tour  in  Europe,  have  sent  sou- 
venirs. Hence  therein  are  found  specimens  from 
Tyre,  Sidon,  Palestine,  France,  Switzerland,  West 
Indies,  Germany,  Pacific  Ocean,  Canary  Islands,  and 
all  parts  of  the  United  States. 

Owing  to  the  unfinished  state  of  the  Academy,  the 
cabinet  has  not  yet  an  appropriate  place,  therefore 
many  of  its  elegant  treasures  are  consigned  to  ob- 
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scurity.  As  soon  as  the  building  is  completed,  a 
spacious  and  well-lighted  apartment  will  be  allotted 
to  it,  when  its  three  departments  will  display  to  ad- 
vantage the  riches  they  possess.  Among  the  speci- 
mens illustrating  lithological  geology  are  numberless 
ores  from  various  localities,  varieties  of  marble,  gneiss, 
granite,  onyx,  amethyst,  topaz,  petrifications,  and  a 
magnificent  specimen  of  rock-quartz  crystal,  the  gift  of 
an  old  pupil.  One  of  the  graduates  brought  perhaps 
the  most  attractive  of  .all  the  specimens,  an  Augen- 
stein,  as  a  souvenir  of  a  European  trip.  The  de- 
partment of  conchology  is  most  complete ;  there  is 
scarcely  a  river,  sea,  or  ocean  not  represented. 
Among  the  specimens  of  palaeontology  many  fossil 
remains  are  wanting ;  however,  there  are  branches 
of  lepidodendron  ulodendron,  fossil  ferns  from  two 
to  three  feet  long,  fossil  fishes,  a  species  of  spa-tan- 
gus,  etc.,  illustrating  the  most  interesting  portion  of 
geology.  There  are  also  many  geological  charts. 
One  devised  and  written  by  the  teacher  who  for 
many  years  conducted  the  class  is  a  masterpiece  of 
ingenuity.  It  enables  the  student  at  a  single  glance 
to  classify  the  animal  kingdom,  which  the  chart  rep- 
resents as  comprising  four  great  branches:  radiates, 
mollusks,  articulates,  and  vertebrates.  The  radiates, 
consisting  of  io^oo  living  species,  being  divided  into 
three  general  classes,  which  are  subdivided  into 
eleven  orders  ;  the  mollusks,  with  the  20,000  species, 
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separated  into  six  classes,  by  further  classification 
grouped  into  numerous  orders  ;  the  articulates,  con- 
taining 500,000  species,  arranged  into  three  great 
classes ;  finally,  the  vertebrates,  divided  into  five 
natural  classes,  each  comprising  several  orders  and 
many  species.  An  excellent  pen-picture  of  two 
species,  being  typical  and  characteristic,  illustrates 
each  of  the  four  branches  :  an  Iris  nobilis  and  Penta- 
crimes  illustrating  the  radiates;  a  Squid  and  Mitra 
episcopalis,  the  mollusks  ;  a  Manrestra  pisa  and  An- 
droctonus  occetanus,  the  articulates;  a  Pisces  and 
Armadillo,  the  vertebrates.  All  this  valuable  infor- 
mation is  arranged  in  a  most  attractive  manner,  thus 
enabling  a  student,  in  a  short  time,  to  classify  the 
whole  animal  kingdom. 

A  few  steps  take  us  to  what  is  known  as  the  Studio ; 
this  is  a  building  devoted  wholly  to  the  students  of 
art.  The  studio  proper  is  painted  a  dark  mahog- 
any, which  adds  much  to  the  beauty  of  the  engrav- 
ings, oil-paintings,  etchings,  crayons,  portraits,  etc. 
Scenes  from  the  Rhine,  ruins  of  Carthage,  historical 
events  and  characters — Cyrus,  Alexander,  Napoleon, 
Josephine,  Charlotte  Corday, — sketches  from  nature, 
flowers,  fruits,  etc.,  adorn  the  walls  and  serve  as 
patterns  also.  An  oil-painting  of  St.  John  of  the 
Cross,  of  St.  Eudoxie,  and  a  copy  of  St.  Luke's 
Madonna  attract  special  notice  because  of  their  age 
and  artistic  merit.     A  very  elegant  piece  of  etching 
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work  has  been  added  to  the  collection  of  paintings 
by  the  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop,  who  is  a  great  admirer  of 
art.  An  oil-painting  of  the  Crucifixion,  that  was  the 
property  of  George  Washington  at  Valley  Forge,  is 
valued  because  of  its  associations.  But  the  one  most 
admired  by  many  is  the  truly  fine  work  in  oil 
representing  our  divine  Saviour  at  Jacob's  Well 
with  the  Samaritan  woman  ;  its  exquisite  loveliness 
of  expression  rivals  the  beauty  of  thought  suggested 
by  the  subject.  One  cannot  stand  before  it  long 
without  desiring  to  drink  of  the  '•  fountain  of  water 
springing  unto  life  everlasting,"  of  which  "  whosoever 
drinketh  shall  not  thirst  forever." 

All  these  fill  the  studio  and  serve  to  inspire  a  deep, 
lasting  love  for  that  which  is  probably  more  effective 
in  giving  expression  to  man's  thoughts  than  any 
means  at  his  disposal,  save,  perhaps,  the  sculptured 
marble. 

Having  satisfied  ourselves  that  the  science  of 
aesthetics  is  loved  and  developed  in  this  Institute,  we 
are  confident  that  Harmony,  Painting's  sister,  is 
somewhere  near,  for  they  are  too  closely  united  to 
be  far  separated. 

As  we  wend  our  way  to  the  east  wing  of  the  build- 
ing  in  quest  of  her,  midway  between  the  musical  and 
literary  department  a  handsome  statue  delights  the 
eye  and  causes  the  heart  to  be  lifted  up  in  prayer  to 
Him    Who    is  the  inspirer  of  all  that  is  grand  and 
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beautiful  in  man  or  his  works.  Perhaps  the  appro- 
priateness of  the  location  of  this  statue  is  as  striking 
as  the  beauty  of  design  ;  for  surely  there  could  not 
have  been  selected  a  more  suitable  place.  Teachers 
and  pupils  going  to  or  from  duty  pass  and  repass 
this  statue  of  the  Sacred  Heart,  which  so  pleadingly 
asks  their  love,  to  which  He  has  every  right.  This 
must  certainly  call  forth  many  an  act  of  love,  and 
purify  many  an  indifferent  motive. 

The  verses  here  given  were  handed  in  by  a  pupil 
as  an  exercise  in  rhetoric  ;  and  we  insert  them  as  an 
evidence  of  the  silent  influence  which  this  loved 
shrine  effects.  The  young  lady  deserves  the  surprise 
of  finding  them  in  the  JUBILEE  SOUVENIR  for  having 
selected  for  her  task  so  beautiful  a  subject  as 

THE  SACRED  HEART. 

Around  our  Woodland  convent  home 

All  nature  vies  in  beauty  rare, 
Reminding  us  that  we  may  seek 

For  rest  and  joy  and  peace  in  prayer. 

But  other  tokens  stiK  have  we  : 
Dear  shrines  are  raised  in  every  nook, 

To  make  us  feel  a  guarding  love 

And  Father's  grace  each  time  we  look. 

Of  all  the  shrines  of  this  dear  home 

That  tend  to  raise  our  minds  above, 
The  Sacred  Heart  to  me's  most  dear, 

An  emblem  of  God's  boundless  loveo 
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And  as  I  pass  I  think  of  Him 

Whose  patient  life  and  death  remind 

All  sinners  of  the  loving  Heart 

Pierced  with  the  sins  of  all  mankind. 

So,  when  I  see  His  wounded  hand 

So  sweetly  raised  to  bless  each  task, 
I  take  His  blessing  as  a  pledge 

That  He  will  grant  us  all  we  ask. 

"Oh,  come  to  Me,  My  children  dear, 
And  in  My  heart  find  light  and  peace :" 

This  Christ  has  said,  and  this  we  know, 
That  through  His  grace  all  sorrows  cease. 

Let  us  then  in  His  Heart  seek  rest, 

That,  from  all  pain  and  trouble  free, 
We  may,  when  life  is  o'er,  find  peace 

With  Him  for  all  eternity. 

Apart  from  these  considerations  the  shrine  is 
worthy  of  admiration ;  for,  from  an  artistic  point,  it 
possesses  much  merit.  The  statue  of  Our  Lord  is 
of  life-size,  being  a  very  good  imitation  of  the  cele- 
brated Munich  statues.  It  stands  in  a  niche,  sur- 
rounding which  are  carved  ornamentations  reaching 
to  the  ceiling.  A  lamp  burns  before  the  shrine, 
and  many  plants  constantly  tell  of  the  devotion  and 
love  of  those  consecrated  to  the  divine  Heart. 

Sister  Mary  Joseph,  who  was  specially  devoted  to 
the  Sacred  Heart,  with  the  charming  artfulness  of 
the  saints  knew  how  to  devise  means  to  spread  this 
her  favorite  devotion.     On  the  evening  of  November 
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15,  1873,  at  an  entertainment  given  by  the  pupils  of 
the  Academy  in  honor  of  Bishop  de  St.  Palais,  in 
an  address  in  French,  read  by  one  of  the  young 
ladies,  it  was  requested,  at  Sister  Mary  Joseph's 
suggestion,  that  he  would  grant,  as  a  birthday  gift, 
the  solemn  and  public  consecration  of  the  diocese  of 
Vincennes  to  the  Sacred  Heart.  The  favor  was 
granted,  and  the  following  New  Year's  Day  the  Act 
of  Consecration  was  read  aloud  in  all  the  parish 
churches. 

Be  the  mind  disturbed  or  the  heart  grieved,  here 
is  a  quiet,  a  secluded  spot  to  drop  a  tear  and  offer  a 
prayer  before  entering  Harmony's  hall.  How  en- 
chanting the  scene,  how  entrancing  the  melody  while 
agile  ringers  blithely  sweep  the  keys  of  as  many 
instruments.  It  has  been  said  that  there  is  not  an 
academy  in  the  United  States  that  has  a  music 
department  so  well  adapted  to  its  end  as  that  of  St. 
Mary's.  Each  practice-room  is  separated  from  a 
long  hall  by  large  glass  doors  reaching  to  the  ceiling, 
thus  preventing  the  student  from  being  annoyed  by 
those  in  the  adjoining  rooms,  and  greatly  facilitating 
the  superintendence  of  the  practice.  Piano,  organ, 
harp,  zither,  violin,  mandolin,  guitar,  all  are  taught. 
Only  selections  from  the  best  composers  are  given 
The  standard  of  excellence  is  high,  and  St.  Mary's 
sends  forth  many  skilled  amateur  performers  who 
reflect  much  honor  on  their  teachers. 
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CHAPTER    VII. 

Events  of  the  Memorable  1889 — Never-to-be-for- 
gotten February  7TH — Mother  Euphrasie's  Ill- 
ness— Her  Death — The  Convent  Cemetery — St. 
Ann's  Fountain. 

I  hose  who  may  have  followed  us  thus  far  in 

our  narrative  will    no   doubt  have  some 

faint    idea    of     the    appearance   of     St. 

Mary's  when  the  New  Year  of  1889  dawned  fair  and 
bright. 

The  writer  begs  to  call  the  kind  reader's  attention 

to  the  fact  that  this  little  souvenir  is  a  labor  of  love. 

A  desire  to  express  her  appreciation  of  her  teachers, 

a  tender  love  for  the   scenes  amid  which  she  spent 

her  girlhood  years,  and   an  earnest  wish  to  give  a 

moment's  pleasure  to  all  old  pupils  and   friends  of 

the  Institute  by  recalling  familiar  faces  and  pleasing 

scenes,  have  been  the  motives  prompting  this  little 

work. 

Keeping  these  objects  in  view,  it  will  be  evident 
that  no  attempt  has  been  made  to  become  the  Insti- 
tute's historian,  which  would  require  a  closely  con- 
nected record  of  the  events  marking  its  existence 
from  its  origin  to  its  golden  dawn. 

It  will  be  noticed  that  the  majority  of  those  fifty 
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years  have  been  passed  over  in  silence,  not  because 
each  year  has  not  had  its  share  in  the  grand  result 
of  the  fifty,  but  because  the  object  of  these  pages 
precludes  all  minutiae  and  aims  only  at  presenting  in 
relief  memorable  events  characterizing  the  growth 
and  progress  of  her  Alma  Mater.  For  this  reason, 
then,  the  year  1889  is  introduced,  as  it  was  certainly 
a  memorable  one.  We  have  noted  a  few  of  the 
buildings  erected,  the  lawns,  the  gardens,  the  lakes, 
etc.,  that  beautify  the  surroundings  ;  but  one  of  the 
greatest  works  of  the  Community — one  that  was 
talked  about  in  Mother  Theodore's  time,  one  for 
which  the  Sisters  had  saved  for  nearly  fifty  years, 
one  that  their  reverend  friend,  Mgr.  Benoit,  aided  so 
largely,  one  that  was  begun  in  1886 — we  have  thus 
far  passed  by  unnoticed :  the  Conventual  Church, 
meant  to  be  the  crowning  work  of  the  jubilee  year, 
and  intended  to  be  consecrated  in  1890. 

It  was  designed  to  be  the  expression  of  the  grati- 
tude of  the  Sisters  for  God's  numberless  blessings. 
As  before  remarked,  it  was  first  talked  about  in  the 
little  frame  Providence  among  the  oaks,  and  each 
succeeding  Superior-General — namely,  Mother  Mary 
Cecilia,  who  wisely  governed  the  Community  for 
twelve  years  ;  Mother  Anastasie  during  her  adminis- 
tration ;  and  Mother  Mary  Ephrem,  who  also  for 
some  years  was  Superior-General  of  the  Community — 
had  spoken  to  the  Sisters  about  the  new  church  and 
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advised  the  strictest  economy,  that  the  church  fund 
might  eventually  justify  the  beginning  of  a  structure 
somewhat  worthy  of  its  end — a  house  of  worship. 
But  it  remained  for  Mother  Euphrasie,  who  was 
elected  Superior-General  in  1883,  to  really  begin  the 
work,  the  foundation  being  laid  in  1886,  work  continu- 
ing during  the  following  three  years,  so  that  on  the 
morning  of  February  7,  1889,  the  fine  structure  was 
respJendent  in  the  glowing  sunshine.  The  air  was 
crisp,  the  ground  covered  with  snow,  the  workmen 
at  the  Wabash  cutting  ice,  Sisters  and  pupils  busy 
with  the  various  duties  of  the  day,  when  the  Provi- 
dence bell  calls  on  all  to  raise  heart  and  mind  a  mo- 
ment from  busy  scenes  and  earthly  cares  to  the  sweet, 
the  celestial  regions  by  a  short  and  earnest  prayer  to 
the  Sacred  Heart,  when,  lo !  the  solemn  peal  of 
the  bell  is  changed  into  a  clangor  of  distress  that  is 
soon  hushed  by  the  roaring  of  the  mad  flames  as 
they  leap  from  dome  to  cellar  of  the  mother-house. 
It  was  a  terrific  hour.  Ere  long  no  bell,  no  tele- 
phone— everything  consumed  ;  the  workmen  at  a  dis- 
tance, no  way  of  obtaining  aid.  But  the  Sisters 
worked  vigorously,  carried  water,  saved  furniture, 
and  made  strenuous  efforts  to  arrest  the  flames.  The 
pupils  proved  themselves  worthy  of  their  Alma 
Mater.  Dainty  hands  forgot  their  fairness  and 
dragged  and  saved  household  effects.  Cold,  hunger, 
weariness,  were  all  lost  in  the  one  absorbing  thought. 
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When  their  poor  numb  fingers  refused  to  work  longer 
these  dear  children  sought  the  Academy  oratory, 
where  the  Blessed  Sacrament  had  been  placed  for 
preservation.  Here,  with  arms  extended,  those  fin- 
gers were  warmed  only  while  earnestly  begging  God 
to  control  the  wild,  angry  flames,  which  threatened 
entire  destruction. 

A  gale  had  been  blowing  from  the  southeast,  but 
it  changed  to  the  west.  The  fire  department  arrived 
from  Terre  Haute,  and  by  two  o'clock  the  fire  was 
under  control.  We  know  that  those  brave  men  have 
the  Sisters'  undying  gratitude.  The  writer  has  been 
asked  to  express  through  these  pages  their  apprecia- 
tion of  the  heroic  efforts  made  by  the  chief  and  his 
band  of  daring  workers. 

The  evening  train  brought  the  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop 
Chatard  to  the  scene  of  destruction,  to  offer  assist- 
ance and  sympathy.  Letters  of  condolence  poured 
in  ;  and  the  next  morning  saw  their  good  friend,  Mr. 
Bohlen,  on  the  grounds  with  a  handsome  donation. 
The  patrons  of  the  institution  did  not  prove  their 
sympathy  in  words  only,  for  the  many  liberal  sums 
spoke  more  eloquently. 

The  following  poem  was  written  by  one  of  the 
Sisters,  as  an  expression  of  their  gratitude,  and 
fondly  dedicated  to  the  friends  who  aided  them  in 
their  dire  calamity: 
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THE  CLOUD  THAT  DIMMED  OUR  GOLDEN 

DAWN. 

The  New  Year's  sun  has  brightly  dawned 

Upon  our  convent  home, 
Enwreathing  with  his  glinting  rays 

Her  stately,  cross-crowned  dome; 
And  happiness  in  gladness  greets 

This  "  Eighteen-eighty-nine." 
The  advent  of  our  jubilee 

Makes  newer  joys  combine, 
Whilst  gratitude  recalls  with  love 

The  work  by  foundress  wrought, 
The  years  gone  by,  and  sainted  names 

With  holy  mem'ries  fraught. 
We  turn  to  view  our  temple  grand 

This  clear  bright  morning  tide — 
Majestic  monument  to  God, 

Uprising  in  its  pride; 
The  "  Sursum  Corda  "  of  our  love, 

Our  "  Credo  "  wrought  in  stone, 
Our  grand  "  Magnificat  "  of  praise, 

Our  "  Suscipe  "  out-shone ; 
The  votive  gift  of  grateful  hearts, 

A  worthy  fane  to  be, 
When  consecrated  to  Our  Lord, 

Our  Golden  Jubilee. 
And  hence,  throughout  the  world  to-day, 

Our  Sisters  near  and  far 
Rejoice  this  eve  of  fifty  years, 

And  hail  this  morning  star. 
And  so  felicitations  pass 

From  heart  to  heart  sincere; 
But  one  more  cycle  of  the  sun 

Will  bring  our  Golden  Year; 
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The  final  link  is  forging  now 

Five  decades  to  complete, 
When  Present,  Future,  with  the  Past 

In  harmony  shall  meet. 

But  earthly  joys  are  transient  things  ; 

Like  foam-bells  on  the  wave 
They  burst  by  slightest  passing  breath, 

In  darkness  then  to  lave. 
So  Christmas-tide  in  Candlemas 

Has  found  a  fitting  close — 
The  Presentation  of  Our  Lord 

The  "  Nunc  dimittis  "  shows. 

Tis  Thursday  morn,  the  seventh  day 

Of  Luna's  second  round  ; 
The  Holy  Sacrifice  is  o'er, 

And  joy  is  still  profound. 
The  convent  bell  "  Reunion  "  chimes 

The  ninth  hour  of  the  day, 
And  various  duties  here  and  there 

To  prayer  have  given  way. 
"  Amen  "  has  died  in  echoes  low, 

And  duties  all  resumed, 
Each  heart  in  happy  quietness, 

By  prayer's  sweet  breath  perfumed. 
But  hark  !  the  bell  peals  forth  again, — 

What  means  its  ominous  sound  ? 
And  list !  those  eager,  hurrying  feet — 

Ah  !  "  Fire  /"  is  echoed  round. 
The  flame  bursts  forth,  the  wind  is  high, 

Yet  courage  does  not  fail ; 
All  energies  are  quick  at  work, 

But  prove  of  no  avail. 
The  fire  has  scaled  the  topmost  heights, 

Our  home  is  all  ablaze  ! 


I  10   A  BRIEF  HISTOR  Y  OF  ST.  MAR  Y'S  INSTITUTE^ 

"  O  God,  be  merciful,  we  pray — 

How  wonderful  Thy  ways  !" 
The  flames  in  their  triumphant  march, 

Defiant  of  our  power, 
Sweep  swift  across  the  ruddy  sky — 

So  conscious — rule  the  hour 
And  friends  who've  hastened  to  the  scene, 

With  efforts  all  combined, 
Are  battling  with  the  element 

That  will  not  be  confined. 
The  minutes  into  hours  grow, — 

The  fire  is  raging  still ; 
But  time,  as  if  a  sentient  thing, 

Grows  tremulous  of  will : 
The  ponderous  walls  in  terror  shriek, 

From  friendship  rudely  torn, 
And  "  Providence,"  the  veteran,  yields, 

That  stood  so  strong  this  morn. 
And  now  another  awful  crash, 

That  speaks  the  final  doom,— 
The  convent  bell  a  victim  falls 

Into  the  ashy  tomb — 
The  bell  that  called  our  souls  to  prayer, 

That  pealed  our  joy  each  day, 
That  chimed  our  "  Angelus  "  so  sweet, 

That  tolled  our  grief  away. 
And  list !  the  chapel  organ  sounds 

A  plaintive  funeral  knell — 
The  weird-like  fingers  of  the  flames' 

That  last  sad  "  Requiem  "  tell. 
But  oh  !  those  rustling,  thrilling  chords  ! 

Ah  me  !  they  rend  the  heart ; 
Association's  sweetest  strains 

In  them  reluctant  part. 
And  now  the  chapel — sacred  fane — 
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That,  too,  alas  !  must  yield, 
That  chaste  enclosure  of  the  Lord 

Which  we  would  fondly  shield, 
That  sanctuary  of  the  soul, 

That  Eden  of  the  heart, 
Where  we  in  joy  and  sorrow  found 

How  sweet  the  "  Better  Part." 

But  now  we  turn  away  in  grief: 

Our  home  in  ruin  lies, 
Our  hearts  are  crushed,  our  spirits  gone, 

Our  words  have  turned  to  sighs. 
The  skies  have  donned  a  mourning  robe, 

The  clouds  are  bathed  in  tears  ; 
The  winds  are  shrieking  "  Miserere  " 

Above  our  work  of  years  ; 
The  night's  dark  plumage  deeper  grows, 

And  stars  seem  out  of  place, 
Yet  from  the  inmost  heart  there  comes 

The  solemn,  sincere  grace  : 
"  Dear  Lord,  Thy  holy  will  be  done ! 

Thy  name  forever  blest ; 
'Twas  Thou  Who  gave,  'twas  Thine  to  take, 

In  Providence  we  rest !" 

We  raise  our  eyes,  and  now  behold 

The  rainbow  of  our  tears, 
The  gleams  of  hope  in  radiance  set, 

Bright  beaming  thro'  our  fears — 
Our  church  is  saved  ;  that  temple  grand 

We  hailed  this  morning-tide 
Still  upward  rears  its  lofty  head 

In  majesty  and  pride. 
And  generous  gifts  from  loyal  friends 

Come  graciously  to  view, 
Like  benisons  direct  from  Heaven, 
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Impearled  with  diamond  dew; 
And  whilst  "  Te  Deum  "  heav'nward  wafts 

Our  gratitude  profound, 
The  names  of  benefactors  all 

Shall  sacredly  resound. 

Another  gleam  of  hope  shines  out, 

Another  smile  thro'  tears  ; 
And  we  may  yet  with  undimmed  eyes 

Review  our  fifty  years. 

St.  Mary's  with  maternal  pride 

Beholds  in  bright  array 
Her  pupils  rise,  an  army  grand, 

To  aid  her  cause  to-day. 
They  bid  her  cast  away  all  doubt 

And  quell  her  heaving  sighs, 
That  from  her  ashes,  Phcenix-like, 

New  Providence  shall  rise. 

The  heavy  cloud  has  rolled  away, 

The  day-star  dawns  anew, 
And,  like  eclipses  of  the  sun, 

But  gives  a  brighter  view. 
The  Golden  Gift  of  "  Daughters'  "  zeal 

To  Alma  Mater  given, 
Like  burnished  clasp  to  broken  chain 

Rebinds  the  ties  thus  riven. 
And  whilst  our  Alleluias 

With  prayer's  aroma  blend, 
The  choicest  wishes  of  our  heart 

For  them  shall  e'er  ascend. 

The  year  '89,  rude  herald  of  th'e  Golden  Year,  how 
laden  with  inconveniences  !  Sisters  and  boarders 
lodged    in    the   Academy,   but   Mother   Euphrasie's 
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consolation  was  to  witness  the  joy  with  which  all 
made  sacrifices.  The  love  of  poverty,  the  heritage 
of  holiness  which  Madame  du  Roscoat  and  Mother 
Theodore  left  their  daughters,  has  lost  none  of  its 
primitive  splendor. 

The  Sisters  rejoiced  to  have  discomforts  to  bear, 
that  they  might  have  some  little  semblance  to  their 
saintly  foundresses.  Surely  opportunities  were  not 
lacking,  but  there  was  a  sorrow  pending  that  neither 
the  generosity  of  friends,  the  skill  of  physician,  nor 
the  efficacy  of  prayer  could  avert.  God  asked  the 
life  of  Mother  Euphrasie.  When  the  Sisters  first 
realized  this  they  had  to  meditate  long  before  they 
could  truthfully  say:  "  Thy  will,  O  God,  be  done." 
Nor  need  we  wonder,  for  the  patient  sufferer,  bright 
and  cheerful,  fastened  to  her  narrow  couch,  continued 
Superior-General  to  the  last.  She  worked  at  the  plans 
of  the  new  Providence,  those  of  the  church  having 
been  completed,  except  the  altar,  at  the  time  of  the 
fire.  She  took  cognizance  of  everything  pertaining  to 
the  Community,  even  what  might  appear  trifling,  such 
as  domestic  affairs.  One  of  her  greatest  and  most 
earnest  desires  was  to  preserve  for  St.  Mary's 
Academy  its  early  prestige.  She  knew  well  the 
shallowness  of  display,  and  ever  impressed  on  the 
minds  of  the  Sisters  and  pupils  her  ideas  in  this 
respect.  "  Simplicity,"  she  would  say  emphatically, 
"  is  the  essential  element  of  elegance." 
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During  her  entire  life  she  was  seldom  free  from 
physical  pain.  Of  a  brilliant  intellect,  great  refine- 
ment of  feeling,  tenderly  reared,  having  a  nervous 
temperament,  she  was  ac  good  subject  for  pain, 
whether  mental  or  physical,  and  God  in  His  mercy 
seemed  to  have  given  her  a  special  vocation,  the 
highest  He  can  bestow  on  His  creatures — a  vocation 
to  suffer.  When  the  Sisters  saw  her  genial  cheer- 
fulness amid  pains  so  torturing  they  felt  they  could 
not  give  to  heaven  a  soul  whose  fortitude  and 
magnanimity  seemed  necessary  for  earth. 

Forgetting  their  act  of  resignation,  they  would 
again  plead  and  importune  the  good  God  to  leave 
their  Mother.  But  He  desired  the  sacrifice.  We 
shall  here  insert  a  description  of  her  death  and  ob- 
sequies, as  chronicled  by  the  Chicago  Press. 

"LAID   TO    REST. 

DEATH    AND     FUNERAL     OF    REV.     MOTHER    EU- 

PHRASIE,     LATE     MOTHER-GENERAL     OF 

THE    SISTERS    OF    PROVIDENCE. 

Touching  Address  by  Rt.  Rev.  F.  S.  Chatard,  D.D. 

"  The  shadow  of  death  cast  a  deep  gloom  over  the 
beautiful  home  of  St.  Mary  of  the  Woods,  and  a 
pang  of  grief  wrung  the  hearts  of  the  Sisters  of  Provi- 
dence wherever  located,  and  of  their  innumerable 
friends,  when  the  following  sad  news  flashed  over  the 
wires  and  reached  them  :  '  Died — Mother  Euphrasie, 
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Superior-General  of  the  Sisters  of  Providence  in  the 
United  States,  at  3.45  A.M.,  Tuesday,  August  27th.' 

"The  death  of  this  saintly  religious  did  not  come 
unexpectedly.  An  insidious  disease  for  some  years 
had  been  undermining  her  constitution  ;  but  through 
it  all  she  bore  up  courageously,  and  cheerfully  re- 
signed herself  to  the  will  of  God. 

"  Her  sufferings  at  times  were  excruciating,  and 
they  increased  as  the  close  of  her  life  approached. 
Yet  though  she  lingered  on  a  bed  of  pain  not  a  word 
of  complaint  escaped  her  lips,  while  amid  the  writh- 
ing agony  of  her  stricken  body  would  be  seen  a  sweet 
smile  playfully  flitting  over  her  features,  and  her 
weakened  voice  was  heard  uttering  the  words, '  More, 
O  my  God,  more  ! ' 

"  She  frequently  said  to  the  Sisters  attendant  at 
her  bedside  :  *  If  by  the  sufferings  of  my  pain-racked 
body  good  will  come,  oh,  willingly  do  I  bear  it  all ! ' 

"  The  obsequies  of  the  deceased  Mother  took  place 
Thursday  morning,  August  29th,  in  the  temporary 
chapel,  St.  Mary's  Institute,  the  magnificent  church 
replacing  the  one  that  was  burned  a  year  ago  not 
being  completed. 

"  They  were  simple,  they  were  affecting.  They 
partook  not  of  the  ostentatious  display  made  over 
departed  greatness  in  this  world. 

"  The  remains  of  Mother  Euphrasie  had  been  con- 
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veyed  early  in  the  morning  to  the  spacious  hall  ad- 
joining the  chapel. 

••  At  8.30  a.m.  the  venerable  chaplain  of  St.  Mary's, 
vested  in  amice,  alb,  cincture,  and  black  cope,  assisted 
by  Father  Gavisk,  of  Indianapolis,  commenced  the 
Ad  Dominum,  cum  tribularer. 

u  At  the  close  the  remains  were  carried  to  the 
chapel  and  placed  on  a  catafalque  before  the  main 
altar.  The  chapel  was  profusely  draped  in  black  and 
white, — on  the  one  part,  a  large  cross  on  white  back- 
ground :  on  the  other,  an  anchor, — all  the  draperies 
in  white  flecked  with  black,  while  the  black  were  simi- 
larly arranged.  Soon  after,  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Cha- 
tard,  preceded  by  a  number  of  priests  and  assistants 
at  the  mass,  came  into  the  sanctuary,  and  after  vest- 
ing according  to  the  usual  rubrics  commenced  a 
pontifical  requiem  mass.  The  following  assisted : 
Rt.  Rev.  Mgr.  Augustine  Bessonies.  assistant  priest. 
Deacons  of  honor — Very  Rev.  Anthony  Scheideler, 
Indianapolis ;  Very  Rev.  H.  Aldering,  Indianapolis. 
Deacon  of  the  Mass — Rev.  E.  Audran,  Jeffersonville. 
Sub-deacon — Rev.  M.  McEvoy,  Terre  Haute.  Master 
of  ceremonies — Rev.  F.  H.  Gavisk;  second  master 
of  ceremonies — Rev.  Father  Riehle  ;  Rev.  Joseph 
Macke,  Rev.  J.  J.  McGovern,  D.D.,  Rev.  J.  Kelly,  N. 
Albany,  and  others. 

"  The  music  of  the  mass,  chanted  by  the  Rev. 
V.  A.  Schnell  and  Dr.  J.  Wiliien,  assisted  by  the  choir 
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of  Sisters,  was  entirely  Gregorian  and  most  beauti- 
fully rendered. 

"After  the  last  gospel  the  Right  Reverend  Bishop 
turned  to  the  large  assemblage  of  priests,  Sisters,  and 
laity,  and  made  a  most  feeling  address.  Several 
times  the  audience  were  moved  to  tears — and  rea- 
sonably so. 

God  is  wonderful  in  His  saints."    The  words  of 

the  text  recall  to  our  minds  that  we  have  reason  to 
feel  that  a  bright  future  awaits  all  who  live  and  die 
in  the  faith,  who  hope  in  God. 

"  •  We  do  not  look  upon  the  moment  of  separation 
from  this  world,  the  dissolution  of  ail  earthly  ties, 
as  the  end  of  our  existence.  Those  words  bring 
consolation  to  even*  heart  that  longs  to  be  with  Jesus 
Christ.    The  works  of  God  are  manifest  in  His  saints, 

*•  *  We  see  God  waiting  to  receive  that  soul  which 
He  placed  in  this  world  for  a  great  purpose,  that  it 
mav  receive  an  eternitv  of  bliss.    We  aopreciate  this 

4  *  IT  IT 

all  the  more  when  we  stand  before  the  remains  of 
one  who  from  her  early  vouth  crave  herself  and  her 
services  entirely  to  God. 

"  'You.  my  Sisters  in  this  Community,  have  done 
the  same.  She  was  one  of  you.  At  seventeen  years 
of  a?;e  she  came  amon^  you.  and  soon  afterwards  to 
St.  Mar\-  of  the  Woods.  She  saw  example,  which 
is  more  powerful  than  precept :  she  heard  words  of 
wisdom  :  she  enjoyed  prayer  in  solitude  ;  she  became 
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fitted  for  that  life  of  assiduous  duties  which  made 
her  a  most  useful  member  in  the  Community. 

"  4  In  doing  this  she  made  great  sacrifices  ;  but  she 
followed  the  divine  call,  and  gave  herself  without 
reserve  to  the  divine  Master.  Her  life  is  known  to 
you — her  deep  piety,  her  strong  faith,  the  latter 
being  exceptional,  in  fact,  extraordinary,  rarely 
seen  in  those  who  come  into  the  fold  by  means  of 
conversion. 

14 '  Her  beautiful  simplicity,  humility,  and  zeal  for 
God's  glory  were  remarkable.  She  presided  over  the 
interests  of  this  large  Community  with  unerring  tact, 
and  spread  a  salutary  influence  that  will  be  lasting. 
Disaster  in  the  shape  of  fire  came. — aye.  even  in  the 
destruction  of  the  mother-house. — but  she  met  it 
bravely.  She  fought  the  good  fight,  and  deserves  her 
reward  for  victories  achieved. 

"'When  the  dread  news  of  an  incurable  disease 
was  conveyed  to  her  she  calmly  said.  ,%  Let  the  will 
of  God  be  done."  Her  sufferings  were  intense  ;  yet 
her  patience,  her  willingness  to  suffer  more  were 
most  edifying.  I  often  witnessed  this  and  offered 
sympathy.  "  Oh.  I  offer  myself  as  a  willing  victim 
for  the  conversion  of  sinners,  and  for  the  benefit  of 
the  Community,"  she  said. 

"  '  Dear  Sisters,  you  have  her  life  and  her  death  be- 
fore you.  Enter,  then,  into  the  holy  spirit  of  our 
faith  ;  stimulate  your  devotion  ;  offer  the  tribute  of 


ST.  MARY  OF    THE    WOODS.  \\<) 

prayer  in  gratitude  to  God  for  what  He  has  done  in 
His  saints  ;  pray  that  she  may  reach  without  delay 
her  heavenly  home  and  dwell  with  her  God  for- 
ever ! ' 

"  The  Bishop  then  intoned  the  Libera,  sprinkled 
holy  water  and  incensed  the  remains,  when  the  sad 
procession  started  to  the  little  graveyard  away  over 
in  a  retired  spot  of  the  grounds. 

"  The  chanters  intoned  the  Benedictus,  followed  by 
the  clergy,  each  versicle  having  as  a  refrain  Requiem 
ceternam  dona  ei  Domine,  sung  by  all  the  Sisters,  the 
effect  being  deeply  impressive  as  the  voices  alternated 
and  broke  through  the  solemn  stillness. 

"  The  large  force  of  men  employed  on  the  new 
buildings,  ceasing  their  work,  stood  grouped  here 
and  there  with  bowed,  uncovered  heads,  while 
among:  them  manv  tear-bedimmed  eves  were  noticed, 
which  added  greatly  to  the  passing  scene  of  death's 
last  work. 

"Among  lovely  flower-beds,  past  St.  Ann's  well, 
designed  by  Mother  Euphrasie,  past  the  beautiful 
chapel  of  shells,  the  procession  wended  its  way,  and 
finally  reached  the  little  graveyard.  In  parallel  rows 
were  small  mounds,  at  the  head  of  each  a  white 
wooden  cross,  with  name  and  date  of  the  deceased 
Sister. 

'  No  sculptured  marble  here,  nor  pompous  lay.* 
No  storied  urn,  nor  animated  bust.' 
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'•  Mother  Euphrasie's  grave  was  selected  to  be  near 
Mother  Theodore.  Around  it  bishop,  prelate,  and 
priests  gathered.  The  brown-stained  pine  coffin 
was  placed  in  the  grave,  the  Bishop  sprinkling  holy 
water  and  offering  blessed  incense.  He  then,  taking 
spade  in  hand,  threw  a  few  clods  of  earth  on  the 
coffin,  followed  by  prelate  and  priests,  each  uttering 
in  low  voice  the  words:  '  Remember  that  thou  art 
but  dust,  and  unto  dust  thou  shalt  return.' 

"  After  this  the  clergy  returned  to  the  chapel. 
The  Sisters  then,  each  in  turn,  approached  Mother 
Euphrasie's  narrow  home,  looked  for  the  last  time 
on  what  was  mortal  of  one  whom  they  revered  and 
loved,  while  loud  sobs  were  heard  breaking  through 
the  monotonous  dirge  of  the  wild  zephyrs,  which 
wafted  them  sorrowfully  through  pine  and  fir  tree. 
It  was  deeply  affecting  to  see  the  aged  Sisters  taking 
their  farewell,  many  tottering  under  the  weight  of 
years,  others  weakened  by  continuous  labors,  some 
who  had  been  her  Superiors  when  she  was  a  young 
novice,  had  been  her  counsellors,  and  knew  her  but 
to  love  her. 

'*  It  may  not  be  amiss  to  observe  here  that  the  at- 
tendance of  many  on  this  solemn  occasion  was  note- 
worthy. There  was  the  Rev.  Father  Audran,  who 
forty-nine  years  ago  welcomed  the  first  six  Sisters  of 
Providence    when  'they  arrived   at   Vincennes   from 
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France.  There  was  the  venerable  Mgr.  Besso- 
nies,  who  for  nearly  fifty  years  has  been  minister- 
ing to  the  wants  of  the  faithful  in  the  diocese  of 
Vincennes.  There  was  the  aged  Father  Gueguin, 
present  Chaplain  of  St.  Mary's,  who  for  more  than 
half  a  century  has  been  offering  up  the  Holy  Sacri- 
fice and  preaching  the  Word  of  God  in  Illinois  and 
Indiana. 

"  Two  of  the  original  six  Sisters  were  present — 
Sisters  Olympiade  and  Mary  Xavier. 

"  When  the  grave  was  filled  the  Sisters  returned 
to  the  institute. 

"  Rev.  Mother  Euphrasie  is  at  rest  :  the  morning 
sun  will  cast  its  golden  rays  over  the  hallowed 
spot  where  she  and  others  now  and  many  more 
will  sleep ;  the  pale  beams  of  the  silvery  moon 
will  cheerily  light  up  the  gloomsome  night ;  the 
winter  snows  will  enshroud  the  many  mounds ;  the 
song-birds  will  warble  their  sweet  matin  and  vesper 
lays  amid  the  trees  ;  the  prayers  of  the  many  who 
will  again  and  again  visit  the  little  graveyard  will  be 
offered  up  for  her,  and  for  all  who  sleep  there.  Her 
rest  will  not  be  disturbed  until  she  hears  the  voice 
of  the  eternal  Spouse  calling  to  arise,  make  haste, 
and  come.     '  May  her  soul  rest  in  peace.' ' 

Thus,  then,  was  Mother  Euphrasie  laid  to  rest  in 
certainly  a  most  fitting  abode  for  departed  religious. 
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Near  her,  solemnly  enclosed  by  stately  evergreens 
breathing  respect  and  reverence,  in  the  centre  of 
this  inclosure,  at  a  point  where  intersect  the  arms  of 
a  cross  formed  by  gravel  walks,  lie  the  mortal  re- 
mains of  Mother  Theodore.  A  cross  bearing  the 
inscription,  "  Ego  dormio,  sed  cor  meum  vigilat  super 
hanc  domum  quam  aedificavi,"  is  all  that  marks  her 
crave.  Here  also  rest  the  ashes  of  Sister  M.  Li^uori 
Tiercin,  Sister  St.  Vincent  Gage,  and  Sister  Basilide 
Senechal,  three  of  that  valiant  band  who  came  on  that 
October  night  so  long  ago ;  also  the  remains  of  the 
saintly  Sisters  Irma  and  Elvire  Le  Fer  de  la  Motte, 
and  many  others  whose  spotless  lives  and  generous 
deeds  we  should  love  to  narrate  ;  but  time  forbids, 
so  we  shall  say  adieu,  with  one  more  glance  at  that 
consecrated  spot  which  hushes  into  silence  even  the 
young  and  thoughtless  as  they  draw  near  its  por- 
tals, and  which  constrains  even  careless  youths  as 
they  gayly  flit  by  on  their  velocipedes  to  dismount, 
and  with  bowed  head  pay  reverence  to  its  solemnity 
and  sacredness. 

THE  CONVENT  CEMETERY. 

The  stately,  pleasing  evergreens, 

In  spreading  branches  tall, 
Seem  glad  to  guard,  to  twine  and  form 

Our  quiet  graveyard  wall. 


St.  Ann's  Fountain  (Ex  veto). 

Donor  :  Maude  B.  CDonnell. 
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They're  silent  wardens  standing  where 

Our  loved  departed  dwell, 
Who  wait  the  last  loud  trumpet  sound, 

No  more  the  convent  bell. 

These  trees  full  oft  have  heard  the  sighs, 

The  voice  of  prayer  low  ; 
Its  value  now  our  sainted  dead 

In  realms  of  bliss  well  know. 

A  fervent  "  De  Profundis"  breathe 

When  you  these  lines  have  read, 
For  all  who  sleep  beneath  the  cross, 

Our  loved  and  cherished  dead. 

As  elsewhere  noticed,  Mother  Theodore's  ex  voto, 
St.  Ann's  chapel,  is  not  far  distant,  and,  strange  co- 
incidence, only  a  few  yards  from  this  shrine  is  another 
ex  voto,  St.  Ann's  Fountain,  or  Well,  as  it  is  more 
generally  called.  The  statue  there  was  erected  in 
1885,  to  commemorate  a  favor  obtained  for  Mother 
Euphrasie  through  the  mediation  of  St.  Ann.  She 
was  so  very  ill  that  her  life  was  despaired  of,  and 
the  Community  felt  inspired  to  have  a  novena  of 
masses  said  at  the  world-renowned  place  of  pilgrim- 
age, Ste.  Anne  de  Beaupre,  Canada.  At  the  conclu- 
sion of  the  novena  she  could  attend  to  her  usual 
duties. 

We  enjoy  the  thought  of  finding  two  ex  votos  in  so 
close  proximity,  and  both,  too,  so  intimately  linked. 
A  pebbly  bed  has   been    prepared    for   the    silvery 
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stream  flowing  from  the  fountain  to  the  little  lake, 
which  furnishes  water  and  dew  to  the  conservatory, 
flower  garden,  and  festooned  arbors  lining  its  banks. 
A  park  extending  from  the  cemetery  to  new  Provi- 
dence has  been  planted. 
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CHAPTER   VIII. 

Present  Superior— Privations  of  the  Scholastic 
Year  '89-90  —  Vacations—  Recreations  —Teach- 
ers' Institute. 

HO  that  has  ever  dwelt  on  sublime  heights, 
though  it  be  that  rocks  of  terror,  fear,  and 
sorrow  have  held  him  thereon,  can  descend 
gracefully  to  the  ordinary  affairs  of  life  ?  Methinks 
they  are  few,  and  when  once  found  they  may  be 
ranked  among  the  great  ones  of  this  earth.  Ah, 
poor  Sisters!  with  hearts  bruised  and  bleeding,  after 
days  spent  in  mental  agony,  you  must  begin  anew 
the  duties  of  teachers  ;  you  must  enter  into  the 
games  and  pleasures  of  children  ;  you  must  make 
them  forget  their  homesickness  and  love  their 
school.  It  seems  hard,  almost  impossible  ;  but  duty 
requires  this. 

Again  we  experience  the  influence  the  Superior 
wields.  After  a  short  respite  Sister  Mary  Cleophas, 
First  Assistant,  into  whose  hands  the  reins  of  govern- 
ment legitimately  fell,  assembled  the  teachers,  to 
make  arrangements  for  the  opening  of  the  scholastic 
year,  a  duty  incumbent  upon  them  despite  their 
saddened  feelings  ;  and  each,  generously  overcoming 
nature  for  the  common  good,  turned  from  thoughts, 
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of  the  tomb  to  the  requirements  of  their  sacred  ob- 
ligations. Wonderful  effect  of  example  !  Hearts 
that  entered  that  room  dejected,  minds  that  could 
think  of  naught  but  the  grave,  became  strong  for 
the  conflict.  All  knew  that  no  one  loved  their  late 
Superior  as  did  her  First  Assistant.  If  she  then 
could  be  valiant,  why  not  they  ?  Truly  it  may  be 
said  of  those  in  authority  that  they  are  the  life  of 
the  body  they  govern. 

The  scholastic  year  1 889-1 890  opened  Monday, 
September  2d.  Teachers,  self-forgetting,  threw 
themselves  with  ardor  into  the  school-work,  and 
perhaps  there  never  has  been  a  more  successful  ex- 
amination than  that  of  Christmas  1889. 

Finally,  the  long-talked-of  year,  the  year  looked 
forward  to  with  so  many  anticipations,  dawned. 
July  16,  1890,  was  appointed  for  the  selection  of 
Superiors  ;  prayers  and  masses  had  been  said  for 
many  weeks  previous.  Finally  the  momentous  day 
came  ;  and  to  the  joy  of  all  the  Community  had 
again  a  Superior-General,  in  the  person  of  Mother 
Mary  Cleophas,  and,  what  was  doubly  gratifying, 
God  in  His  goodness  had  vouchsafed  to  give  Rev. 
Mother  for  assistants  Mother  Anastasie  and  Mother 
Mary  Ephrem ;  also  Sister  Mary  Ursula,  Sister 
Mary  Ambrose,  Sister  Mary  Albertine,  and  Sister 
Basilissa — thus  clustering  around  the  parent  tree 
those  who  have  spent  years  of  absorbing  devoted- 
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ness  furthering  the  interests  of  St.  Mary's  of  the 
Woods. 

The  Sisters  occupied  in  the  various  schools  of  the 
Community,  now  numbering  fifty-four  in  different 
States  from  Boston  to  Nebraska,  are  called  home 
each  year  for  the  vacation  by  a  circular.  What 
tongue  can  describe,  what  pen  portray,  the  meeting 
of  these  hundred  of  devoted  souls  cemented  by  the 
strongest  bonds  of  union,  the  attainment  of  the 
same  end,  and  following  the  same  rule  of  life ! 

Reader,  could  you  see  their  gay  recreation-hours 
you  would  say  :  "  Behold  how  good  and  pleasant 
a  thing  it  is  for  brethren  to  dwell  together  in  unity." 
Superiors  and  Sisters  join  in  social  intercourse,  in 
innocent  relaxation.  The  love  uniting  subjects  to 
Superiors  is  strikingly  manifested  in  the  accounts 
preserved  of  their  feast-day  celebrations  in  honor  of 
those  holding  for  them  the  place  of  God.  I  have 
been  privileged  in  being  allowed  to  choose  any 
exercise  from  the  programmes  of  these  gay,  festive 
recreations.  In  the  two  here  appended,  not  only 
their  respect  for  authority,  their  deep  love  for 
Superiors,  are  shown,  but  also  talent. 
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A  CROWN  FOR  MOTHER'S  FEAST. 

(Presentation  of  a  crown  of  flowers.) 
FIRST   COMMUNION. 

It  is  a  crown  to-night  we  bring, 

Of  blossoms  sweet  and  fair  ; 
To  call  to  mind  how  thou  in  life 

Such  various  wreaths  must  wear. 
For  once,  dear  Mother,  on  thy  brow 

A  simple  crown  was  placed  ; 
Thy  first  Communion,  symbol  meet, 

When  thy  young  soul  did  taste 
The  sweetness  of  the  bread  of  life. 

True  type,  O  wrreath  of  white  ! 
For  lo  !  thy  holy  Infant  Spouse 

In  thee  sought  His  delight, 
And  thou  didst  feel  the  Saviour's  love, 

Thou  heardst  His  whisper  low  ; 
And  all  that  passed  within  that  heart 

The  world  may  never  know. 
To  human  eye,  a  fragile  child, 

To  angels,  Jesus'  own, 
For  lowly  bent,  in  rev'rent  awe, 

They  lingered  near  that  throne. 

VESTURE. 

Again  we  saw  thee,  robed  in  white, 

Before  our  altar  kneel ; 
Thy  choice  was  made  to  Providence, 

The  call  thy  soul  did  feel. 
Thy  crown  of  flowers  so  bright  was  changed 

For  our  religious  veil ; 
And  they  did  thee,  in  God's  own  house, 

As  Jesus'  bride  then  hail. 
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It  was  the  garland  sighed  for  long 

For  which  thou  didst  leave  all, 
Thy  friends  so  dear  and  childhood's  home, 

To  hear  thy  Jesus  call. 

PROFESSION. 

But  later  thou  didst  breathe  in  love 

Thy  thrice  most  holy  vows, 
That  triple  chain  so  long  desired, 

That  binds  thee  to  thy  Spouse. 
And  like  Him  thou  didst  seek  to  be  ; 

Badst  welcome  sharpest  thorns  ; 
And  lo  !  that  painful,  piercing  crown 

As  yet  thy  brow  adorns. 
Thou  tread'st  with  Him  the  royal  road, 

Each  thorn  to  thee's  a  gem  ; 
Regarding  not  the  smile,  the  frown, 

Thou  wear'st  the  diadem. 
Ah  well !  His  thorny  crown  thou'st  worn 

For  many  long,  long  years  ; 
Thou'st  felt  with  us  our  ills  and  woes, 

Our  pains  and  threatening  fears. 
"  In  Him  I  can  all  things  achieve, 

Whose  grace  doth  strengthen  me  ;" 
This  little  watchword  always  gives 

Great  fortitude  to  thee. 

heaven's. 

But  view  the  glorious  realms  above  ! 

A  fadeless  wreath  do  angels  twine, 
Which  shall  replace  the  thorny  crown, 

To  be  forever  thine. 
Ah  yes !  it  is  a  fadeless  crown, 

A  diadem  most  rare ; 
There's  naught  of  earthly  value  great 
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That  can  with  it  compare  ; 
And  Jesus  once  will  mildly  breathe 

The  words  of  peace  to  thee  : 
"  Receive  thy  crown  of  glory  bright, 

For  thou  wert  true  to  Me. 
I  bade  thee  rule  o'er  little  things, 

O'er  great  I'll  place  thee  now, 
For  thou  hast  borne  the  cross  for  Me, 

Been  faithful,  kept  thy  vow. 
When  I  was  hungry,  sad,  infirm, 

I  found  a  friend  in  thee ; 
For  what  thou  to  the  poor  hast  done 

This  hast  thou  done  to  Me. 
Thou  wast  a  mother  kind  and  true 

To  those  I  gave  to  thee, 
And  all  thy  deeds  of  love  to  them 

Now  recompensed  shall  be. 
And  lo !  a  band  of  chosen  souls 

Shall  add  to  thy  renown  ; 
Yes,  like  the  gems  of  priceless  worth, 

They  shall  beset  thy  crown  !" 

MEMORIES  FROM  EGYPT. 

Scene  I. — Eufthrasie  s  reverie  and  conversation  with  a  friend. 

My  life  is  most  peacefully  gliding 

By  the  banks  of  the  still-flowing  Nile, 
Where  beauties  of  Nature  the  choicest 

Seem  always  upon  me  to  smile. 
Yes,  down  by  the  side  of  the  river 

Rare  flowers  their  pretty  heads  bow, 
And  ripples,  o'er  craggy  stones  falling, 

Their  murmurs  are  whispering  low  ; 
And  hark  !  some  gay  cheerful  birdling 

Its  music  enchanting  does  bring; — 
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I  wonder  now,  may  I  forever 

Remain  here  to  list  to  you  sing? 
No,  no  !  say  the  soft  evening  breezes, 

And  sighingly  tell  me:  "  Not  long 
Ere  the  little  birds'  heart-soothing  voices 

Will  render  a  last,  farewell  song  ; 
Not  long  ere  the  prettiest  flow'ret 

Will  calmly,  resignedly  die  : 
'Twill  be  when  its  sweet  tasks  are  ended, 

'Twill  be  without  tear,  without  sigh. 
And,  likewise,  I  see  in  all  Nature 

A  beauty  that  passes  with  time, 
That  raises  my  heart  above  Nature, 

To  "  Beauty  Eternal,"  sublime. 
What  folly  to  twine  my  affections 

Round  things  that  are  fleeting  away ! 
What  wisdom  to  study  their  Author, 

Whose  power  His  works  e'er  display ! 
O  my  soul !  I  see  now  the  reason 

Why  yonder  in  cloister  retired 
Meek  virgins  find  rest  in  hard  sackcloth, 

To  wear  sombre  robes  are  inspired. 

Enter  Frie?id. 

Fr.  Euphrasie  !     Of  what  are  you  speaking 

In  language  of  mystery,  pray? 
Eu.  I  was  thinking,  kind  friend,  of  the  hardships, 

The  life  of  those  nuns  o'er  the  way. 
Fr.  I'm  sure  'twas  in  pity  unbounded 

Your  thoughts  could  in  such  places  be. 
Eu.  Ah  no — must  I  tell  you  ? 

I  long  to  be  happy  as  they. 
Fr.  Happy !     Euphrasie  !     Why  speak  you 

In  heartrending  words  such  as  these? 
Have  you  not  all  that  will  ever 

Conduce  to  your  comfort  and  ease? 
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Eu.  Yes,  these  are  the  things  that,  renouncing, 

The  nuns  their  sole  happiness  find. 
Fr.  My  child  !     I  implore  you,  entreat  you, 

Vain  fancies  like  these  do  not  mind. 
Tell  me,  Euphrasie,  now  tell  me, 

Fair  one  of  nobility's  birth, 
On  whom  wealth  and  beauty  are  smiling, 

While  your  life  is  yet  given  to  mirth — 
Can  it  be — no  ! — can  it  be  possible 

That  a  heart  that  is  tender  as  yours 
Like  a  stone  could  be  hardened  against  us, 

To  turn  to  life's  loneliest  bowers  ? 
To  bend  to  the  nunnery's  labors 

Your  form,  that  is  graceful  and  frail  ? 
To  conceal  that  fair  brow,  and  forever, 

Neath  the  shade  of  some  poor  sombre  veil? 
My  heart,  aching,  chills  at  such  portraits, 

And  for  peace  I  must  turn  them  aside  : 
Go,  ask  in  that  still,  dreary  convent, 

One  in  whom  you  may  surely  confide, 
What  trials  she's  had  to  encounter 

That  to  quietude  now  she  will  cling, 
That  she  thinks  now  the  cross  of  the  cloister 

True  happiness  to  her  will  bring. 

Scene  II. — I?i  the  Convent. 

NUN.       Ah  !  welcome,  my  dear  little  maiden, 

To  this  room  that  is  simple  and  poor; 
And  needless,  I  know,  now  to  tell  you 

We  glory  in  poverty's  store. 
What  has  my  little  Euphrasie 

To  ask  me?  for  truly  I  see 
Those  eyes  are  expressing  some  wishes, 

Unspoken,  as  yet,  though  they  be. 
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Eu.  Oh  yes,  I  just  wanted  to  ask  you 

How,  without  any  comforts  at  all, 
You  could  in  this  convent  be  happy, 

And  thus  all  the  worldlings  appall  ? 
Nun.       My,  my  !     That's  a  very  deep  question 

For  my  little  Euphrasie  to  ask  ; 
But  to  answer,  my  child,  is  a  pleasure, 

Yes,  yes,  a  delightful,  sweet  task. 
You  remember,  dear  child,  I  am  certain, 

How  Jesus  came  down  from  above  ; 
Was  born  in  a  cold,  barren  stable 

For  you  and  for  all  whom  He  loved  ; 
How  the  tears  through  the  sweet  smile  did  glisten, 

As  they  fell  on  the  soft  Infant  cheek, 
How  the  little  heart  throbbed  in  His  bosom, 

When  He  thought  of  our  miseries  deep. 
Our  souls  to  this  Heart  of  Our  Saviour 

By  obedience  gladly  we  bind  ; 
With  chastity's  pledges  so  precious, 

In  poverty  here  we're  resigned. 
And  Jesus  in  youth's  hidden  hours 

Did  labor  St.  Joseph  to  aid  ; 
Heeding  his  counsels  and  Mary's, 

Himself  to  them  subject  was  made. 
In  choosing  a  virgin  His  Mother 

A  proof  the  most  striking  He's  given 
Of  chastity's  unearthly  merit, 

Rare  boon  from  the  treasures  of  heaven. 
By  example,  most  powerful  lesson, 

He  bids  us  our  poverty  love  : 
"  Leave  father  and  mother,"  He  tells  us, 

"  And  come  and  have  treasure  above." 
And  see  the  detachment  He  teaches, 

When,  reaching  His  thirtieth  year, 
He  parts  with  His  heart's  dearest  treasure, 
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His  Mother,  that  Virgin  most  fair. 
And  the  head  that  oft  she'd  pillowed 

Had  not  then  whereon  to  rest, 
For  thenceforth  on  earth  He  did  wander, 

Mankind  by  His  sufferings  to  bless; 
At  last,  how  on  Calvary's  mountain 

He  hung  on  the  hard,  cruel  cross  ; 
How  His  heart  in  deep  sorrow  was  broken, 

And  He  meekly  expired  for  us. 
Eu.  And  sure  will  you  always  be  happy 

With  this  sackcloth,  coarse  habit  and  food  ? 
Perhaps  I  ought  not  to  ask  you, 

I  just*  wanted  to  know  if  I  could. 
Nun.       Yes  ;  why,  do  you  think  it  a  trial, 

Unbearable  almost,  to  learn 
The  lessons  our  Model  has  given, 

The  world  and  its  pleasure  to  spurn  ? 
Eu.  Oh  no;  I  was  just  going  to  ask  you 

If  you'd  permit  me  to  come  here  to  dwell. 

Enter  Mother. 

Mo.  Ah  !  can  it  be  now  that  my  daughter, 

At  an  age  as  tender  as  this, 
My  desire  is  truly  fulfilling 

Is  granting  her  father's  last  wish  ? 
Yes,  yes,  Rev.  Mother,  I  leave  her 

With  you  in  this  earth's  paradise  ; 
May  her  love  for  it  ever  be  greater, 

Entwined  by  religion's  sweet  ties. 
O  my  dear,  my  cherished  Euphrasie, 

I  give  you,  my  child,  to  your  Spouse; 
Be  humble,  be  kind,  and  oh  !  ever 

Be  true  to  your  love-plighted  vows. 
Oh,  must  I,  in  anguish,  now  leave  you  ? 

I  weep  as  I  sadly  depart ; 
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I  weep  to  be  parted  thro'  life-time, — 

Oh,  must  I,  then,  pride  of  my  heart  ? 
Yes,  the  same  Lord  that  gave  you  now  takes  you, 

And  blest  be  His  thrice  holy  name; 
The  sorrowing  mother  He'll  solace, 

Till  her  soul  in  His  mercy  He'll  claim. 
Farewell,  then  my  heaven-blest  daughter, 

Tho'  I'm  breaking  love's  holiest  ties; 
Farewell,  till  I'm  with  you  forever, 

In  Eternity's  home  'yond  the  skies! 

Scene  III. — Enter  two  Ambassadors. 

1ST  Am.  His  highness,  the  great  Theodosius, 
Has  sent  us  to  you,  maiden  fair, 
To  his  country  he  bids  us  to  bring  you, 

Where  dignities  royal  you'll  share. 
From  senators  noble  he's  chosen  one 

More  noble  than  all  of  the  rest 
For  your  guide  and  your  royal  companion  : 
Come  with  me,  come,  grant  his  request. 
Eu.  Oh,  why  do  you  come  now,  disturbing 

The  peace  of  my  dear  convent  home, 
And  seek  by  magnificent  offer 
My  pathway  in  life  now  to  turn  ? 
2D  Am.   We  know  that  you  are  an  orphan 

Owning  riches  your  parents  once  owned  ; 
Why  will  you  secluded  here  linger, 
To  royalty's  grandeur  unknown? 
Come,  dwell  near  the  emperor's  palace, 

In  bright  gleaming  gems  you'll  be  crowned  ; 
And  a  true  and  untold  satisfaction 

In  the  wealth  you  possess  will  be  found. 
Eu.         Vain  wealth  and  vain  charms!  I've  renounced  them, 
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For  once  and  forever  'twill  be ; 
For  the  world  and  all  its  best  pleasures, 

No  joy  can  they  ever  bring  me. 
My  heart  in  my  youth  was  all  given, 

Not  to  Roman  of  royal  descent, 
But  to  Jesus,  in  Whose  love  and  service 

My  days  in  seclusion  are  spent. 
Go,  then,  my  good  lords,  and  tell  him, 

The  Emperor  whom  you  revere, 
To  dispose  of  my  lands  and  my  servants, 

'Mongst  the  poor  my  inheritance  share. 
And  my  life  will  calmly  be  passing, 

Unknown  and  forgotten  by  all, 
E'er  faithful  to  vows  I  have  chosen, 

To  follow  the  heavenly  call. 
And  then  to  my  dear  Spouse  in  heaven 

My  treasures  of  virtue  I'll  bring; 
And  I'll  follow  the  Lamb's  chosen  virgins, 

Singing  songs  that  none  others  can  sing. 
Ah  yes  !  even  now  there's  a  foretaste 

Of  the  joys  of  that  bright  home  above ; 
Where  the  crown  of  Christ's  vestals  awaits  me 

In  His  heavenly  kingdom  of  love. 
Nun.        I'm  sure  now,  my  own  dear  Euphrasie, 

Choice  graces  must  now  fill  your  soul, 
That  has  hearkened  and  followed  God's  calling, 

That  seeks  to  accomplish  His  will. 
He  loves  you,  my  child,  now  and  ever, 

He'll  give  you  His  blessings  untold; 
And  His  heart,  for  His  creatures  e'er  burning, 

In  its  sweetness  your  soul  will  unfold. 
And  now,  my  dear  child,  ere  I  bring  you 

With  novices  where  you  will  rank, 
Let  us  go  to  the  foot  of  the  altar, 

Our  Lord  let  us  there  humbly  thank. 
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Notwithstanding  the  limited  accommodations  of 
this  year,  the  great  object  of  the  yearly  reunion  of 
the  Sisters  was  not  neglected ;  therefore  on  the 
morning  of  July  17th  the  opening  of  the  usual 
Teachers'  Institute  took  place.  I  read  in  the  Report 
of  the  Secretary  of  the  Institute  that  the  Rt.  Rev. 
Bishop  Chatard  addressed  the  assembled  teachers  on 
the  importance  of  education,  that  is  becoming  more 
and  more  evident  to  all  serious-minded  men  and 
educators  of  the  present.  The  youths  of  to-day  will 
be  the  men  and  women  of  the  future ;  and  whether 
they  will  be  law-abiding  citizens,  enlightened  and 
practical  Christians,  depends  in  a  great  measure  on 
their  early  training 

With  these  principles  the  Sisters  are  thoroughly 
impressed,  and  they  forget  the  burning  heats  of 
summer,  almost  the  wants  of  a  tired  body,  remem- 
bering only  the  refreshing  nutriment  of  the  soul, 
prayer  and  spiritual  reading,  in  their  earnestness  to 
learn,  from  the  experience  of  old  and  able  teachers, 
the  best  methods  for  imparting  knowledge  and  of 
conducting  a  thorough  and  well-disciplined  school. 

The  Sisters  of  Providence  claim  that  education  is 
their  great  work.  The  highest  academic  course 
suited  to  young  ladies  forms  their  curriculum. 

Another  feature  of  interest  connected  with  the 
vacation  of  '90  was  the  celebration  of  the  Rev.  John 
B.  Gueguen's   fiftieth  anniversary  ol  ordination  to 
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the  priesthood.  The  clergy  of  the  diocese  wished 
the  event  to  be  celebrated  in  a  manner  worthy  of 
the  occasion,  and  the  Sisters  were  no  less  desirous 
of  honoring  in  a  fitting  manner  their  venerated 
chaplain. 

August  15th,  the  memorable  day  for  him,  being 
a  holy-day  of  obligation,  the  commemoration  was 
postponed  to  August  19th,  and  then  this  revered 
priest  was  surrounded  by  appreciative  hearts  who 
testified  their  deep  feelings  of  regard  for  him  who 
had  spent  so  many  years  in  the  labors  of  the  sacred 
ministry. 

The  morning  of  the  19th  was  in  keeping  with  the 
spirit  of  the  day.  At  five  o'clock  masses  began  and 
continued  without  intermission  till  nine,  the  time  as- 
signed for  the  solemn  high  mass.  As  the  last 
sound  of  the  bell  announcing  the  hour  died  away  a 
grand  march  was  begun  on  the  organ  and  the  clergy 
solemnly  filed  into  the  sanctuary.  The  Rt.  Rev. 
Bishop  Chatard,  attended  by  Very  Rev.  A.  Scheid- 
eler,  vicar-general  of  the  diocese,  and  Very  Rev. 
Father  Isidore,  Benedictine,  as  deacons  of  honor, 
were  followed  by  the  venerable  celebrant,  attended 
by  Rev.  R.  Weinzaepfel,  deacon,  and  Rev.  L.  Gue- 
guen,  sub-deacon. 

The  clergy  having  taken  their  respective  places  in 
the  sanctuary,  mass  was  begun  by  the  aged  priest, 
whose   locks   have  whitened  and   steps  become  en- 
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feebled  in  the  service  of  God,  but  who,  with  the  fer- 
vor of  fifty  years  before,  repeated  at  the  foot  of  the 
altar :  "  I  will  go  to  the  altar  of  God  ;  to  God,  Who 
gives  joy  to  my  youth." 

The  Rt-  Rev.  Bishop  delivered  a  most  eloquent  and 
appropriate  sermon,  dwelling  on  the  great  dignity 
of  the  priest  and  the  respect  due  to  him  as  the  rep- 
resentative of  God. 

After  the  mass  was  concluded  the  clergy  repaired 
to  a  hall,  where  a  banquet  was  served,  and  where 
reminiscences  of  pioneer  days  rendered  more  agree- 
able the  joyous  occasion. 

Among  the  presents  received  by  the  venerable 
Father  were  an  elegant  chalice  presented  by  his 
brother-priests ;  and  an  exquisite  stole,  portraying 
on  one  side  the  sea  of  Time,  above  which  the  sun 
was  slowly  rising,  shedding  his  beams  on  a  ship 
which  the  young  pilot  was  about  to  steer  amidst  the 
rapids  and  breakers  to  Eternity's  shore  ;  while  on 
the  other  side  might  be  seen  the  sun  near  his  setting, 
gilding  the  ship,  which  appeared  near  the  harbor, 
with  a  glorious  light.  This  was  the  gift  of  the  Sis- 
ters, who  also  evinced  their  affectionate  regard  for 
their  chaplain  by  a  handsomely  framed  card  show- 
ing artistic  merit  and  design,  not  only  in  the  illu- 
minated penmanship,  but  also  in  the  jubilee  bells 
hanging  amid  clusters  of  grapes  and  sheaves  of  wheat, 


1 40   A  BRIEF  HISTOR  Y  OF  ST.  MAR  Y'S  INSTITUTE, 

skilfully   arranged    by    an    artist's    brush.      In    the 
centre  of  this  card  the  following  lines  were  written : 

"TU  ES  SACERDOS  IN  STERNUM." 

"INTROIBO   AD   ALTARE   DEI." 

Fifty  times  the  wheat  has  ripened 

Into  sheaves  of  golden  grain, 
Fifty  times  the  grape  has  purpled 

During  autumn's  glad  refrain, 
Since  the  young  priest  at  the  altar 

Offered  first  this  rite  divine — 
"  Sacrifice  of  clean  oblation," 

Sacrifice  of  bread  and  wine. 

Bright  the  scene  with  mystic  splendor, 

Gleaming  o'er  the  hallowed  day ; 
Sunshine  breathing  benedictions 

O'er  the  priest's  "  Judica  me  " — 
Feast  of  Mary,  Queen  triumphant, 

Rising  in  her  spotless  bloom, 
On  the  flaming  wings  of  seraphs, 

Thro'  aroma's  choice  perfume. 

Lo!  a  sudden  flash  of  brightness 

Depths  of  Eden's  beauty  show, 
And  we  hear  the  golden  promise 

Sounding  clear  from  long  ago. 
Now  the  solemn  Sursum  Corda 

Rises  on  the  morning  air, 
And  our  hearts  are  carried  upward 

On  the  pinions  of  the  prayer. 

Clouds  from  out  the  gem-lit  censer 

Canopy  the  altar's  shrine, 
Whilst  the  Suscipe  is  whispered 

In  a  silence  all  divine. 
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See  !  with  awe  the  priest  adoring, 

Faith  reveals  the  mystery  clear; 
On  his  lips  the  words  are  trembling, 

Half  in  rapture,  half  in  fear : 

Hush,  my  soul !  no  farther  trespass 

On  this  awe-inspiring  theme  ; 
Silence  be  thy  rev'rent  worship 

Whilst  these  glories  'round  thee  gleam. 

Fifty  years  in  golden  cycles 

Have  their  sacred  story  told, 
And  the  young  priest  still  is  with  us, 

Crowned  with  honors  of  the  old. 
Morn  and  noon  successive  faded, 

Evening  comes  with  measured  pace, 
Bringing  glories  richer,  rarer, 

Than  the  Orient  could  grace. 


&■ 


Golden  age  with  golden  merit 

Is  a  life  forever  blest 
Sunset  splendors  but  foretelling 

All  the  joys  of  coming  rest ! 

Priest  to-day,  aye,  "  Priest  forever," 

As  the  countless  ages  roll ; 
"Tu  es  Sacerdos — seternum," 

Gold  engraven  on  the  soul. 
Let  "  Laudates  "  and  "  Te  Deums  " 

On  the  wings  of  incense  soar, 
For  our  Priest,  our  Father,  Chaplain, 

Jubilations  evermore. 
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CHAPTER   IX. 

New  Providence  Blessed  and  Occupied— Electric 
Lights — Title  "  Sisters  of  Providence"— Golden 
Jubilee  —  Congratulations  and  Good  Wishes 
from  ruille-sur-loir. 

JN  the  morning  of  September  8th,  1890,  new 
Providence  was  blessed.  The  Rt.  Rev. 
Bishop  Chatard  said  mass  at  6.30  o'clock, 
during  which  beautiful  hymns  were  sung.  After  mass 
he  addressed  a  few  words  to  the  Sisters,  extending  his 
congratulations  and  reminding  them  of  the  gratitude 
they  owed  to  God  for  the  successful  completion  of 
a  work  begun  and  continued  under  His  protection, 
sought  in  earnest  prayer.  He  bade  the  Sisters  re- 
joice, assuring  them  that  a  subject  of  joy  for  man  is 
to  see  his  undertakings  crowned  with  success  ;  there- 
fore he  said  :  "  Let  to-day  be  a  family  feast."  At 
the  conclusion,  assisted  by  the  venerable  chaplain, 
Rev.  John  B.  Gueguen,  he  performed  the  ceremony 
of  blessing  the  house.  That  evening  the  first  meal 
was  taken  in  new  Providence  ;  and  though  recreation 
was  granted,  there  was  little  talking  done  and  little 
food  consumed,  for  emotion  deep  and  heart-felt  de- 
stroyed appetite  and  checked  utterance. 

Beautiful    new    Providence !      Precious    convent 
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walls  !  What  a  privilege  is  yours  to  witness  the 
practice  of  virtue  so  exalted  that  the  world  may  never 
know,  because  it  cannot  understand  ;  you  will  be 
hallowed  by  seeing  illustrious  examples  of  holiness, 
and  the  sweetest,  the  happiest  lives.  If  ten  just 
men  could  have  prevented  the  destruction  of  Sodom, 
do  not  the  vigils,  the  fasts,  the  prayers  of  consecrated 
souls  hidden  away  in  the  seclusion  of  the  cloister 
often  avert  the  chastisements  of  an  offended  God  ? 
Thrice  fortunate  Providence  !  May  it  be  your  des- 
tiny to  protect  for  centuries  from  the  blighting 
atmosphere  of  a  wicked  world  the  choicest,  the 
most  sweet-scented  of  the  flowers  of  virtue. 

The  joy  of  occupying  new  Providence  was  quickly 
followed  by  another,  known  at  St.  Mary's  as  the 
"  Illumination,"  when  the  electric  lights  were  tested 
for  the  first  time.  The  fine  structure,  rendered 
brilliant  by  six  hundred  lights,  was  certainly  a  most 
imposing  scene,  and  spontaneously  came  the  thought, 
how  wonderful  is  man,  and  how  surpassingly  won- 
derful is  science  ;  yet  all  are  but  reflections  of  the 
wisdom,  the  power,  and  beauty  of  God,  the  Author 
of  all  science.  Many  from  Indianapolis  and  vicinity 
came  to  the  Illumination  ;  pupils  in  a  body  went 
through  the  entire  building,  even  to  visit  the 
dynamo. 

But  a  happier  day  still  was  nearing — October  22d, 
the    fiftieth   anniversary   of    the    arrival  of    Mother 
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Theodore.  The  only  preparations  for  the  celebra- 
tion of  the  day  were  of  a  religious  character ;  how- 
ever,  the  Sister  novices,  as  customary,  arranged  a  pro- 
gramme consisting  of  appropriate  poems,  congratu- 
latory addresses,  music,  etc.,  in  honor  of  the  memor- 
able day,  and  to  manifest  love  and  veneration  for 
those  who  are  cherished  in  the  Community  as 
precious  relics  of  the  past — links  that  unite  the  humble 
beginning  and  the  glorious  present — viz.,  Sister 
Olympiade,  Sister  Mary  Xavier,  and  Sister  Agnes, 
the  first  two  being  the  only  remaining  ones  of  those 
who  fifty  years  ago  bade  farewell  to  home,  friends, 
country,  and  Ruille-sur-Loir,  and  Sister  Agnes, 
the  last  of  the  four  postulants  who  awaited  Mother 
Theodore  in    Mr.  Thrall's  house. 

How  gladly  the  Sisters  gathered  around  these 
dear  veterans  who  have  witnessed  the  many  changes 
within  those  five  decades  of  years!  These  dear 
Sisters  occupied  places  of  honor  on  that  occasion, 
and  congratulations  from  friends  far  and  near  were 
received.  The  Catholic  pupils  approached  Holy 
Communion,  High  Mass  was  celebrated,  all  school- 
work  was  dispensed  with,  a  festive  dinner  served,  and 
benediction  brought  to  a  close  this  festal  day. 

The  fiftieth  anniversary,  however,  of  the  closing 
exercises  at  the  Academy  will  take  place  in  June 
'91,  and  pupils  have  determined  on  having  a  "  Golden 
Reunion."    The  cares  of  years  may  have  left  their  im- 
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press  on  girlish  forms  and  youthful  faces  ;  they  that 

were  mirthful  may  have  become  pensive  ;  sorrows, 
trials,  disappointments,  even  prosperity  and  happi- 
ness— all  may  have  transformed  the  fair  buds  of 
promise  into  the  fruit  of  mature  years  ;  but  be  that 
as  it  may,  all  will  come  to  this  reunion  to  visit  again 
the  scenes  of  early  childhood,  to  be  refreshed  by  the 
air  that  is  redolent  with  holiness,  to  enjoy  the  sweet 
calm  of  the  convent-school.  They  will  come  to  meet 
those  whom  they  loved  when  the  heart  confidingly 
and  ardently  learns  first  to  love  the  pure,  the  good  ; 
to  meet  their  teachers,  who,  like  themselves,  may  re- 
joice in  the  honorable  traces  of  time.  They  will 
come  to  this  reunion,  where  faces  may  be  old  but 
the  hearts  will  all  be  young ;  they  will  chat  of  the 
past  and  dream  of  the  future,  renew  old  friendships 
and  make  new  friends.  They  will  see  new  Provi- 
dence, and  the  rising  tower  of  the  conventual 
church.  They  will  visit  the  shrines  too,  and  tarry 
awhile  within  the  shades  of  those  majestic  cedars  near 
the  graves  of  loved  teachers  now  gone  to  their  re- 
ward. They  will  listen  to  the  recitals  of  the  dear 
ones  remaining  relative  to  their  fifty-four  flourishing 
schools  ;  of  the  ten  thousand  pupils  at  present  under 
their  tuition  ;  and  of  the  thousands  of  thousands  that 
they  have  within  these  fifty  years  prepared  by  a 
Christian  education  to  battle  with  the  world.  Not 
only  pupils  but  friends  of  our  Alma  Mater,  parents 
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and  grandparents,  one  and  all,  will  come  to  this  re- 
union, which  we  hope  will  redound  to  the  glory  of 
the  Institution,  the  honor  of  the  Sisters,  and  the 
happiness  of  all. 

Little  "  Souvenir  of  the  Golden  Jubilee,"  go  forth 
on  your  mission  of  love  !  Go  from  the  great 
Atlantic  to  the  Pacific  coast  and  make  known  the 
scenes  you  have  portrayed.  Scatter  far  and  wide 
the  proofs  of  the  goodness  of  God,  Who  so  lovingly 
cares  for  those  who  trust  Him.  Tell  the  story  of 
the  Sisters  of  Providence,  who  have  chosen  that 
beautiful  attribute  of  God  for  their  title  and  which 
makes  theirs  the  happy  privilege  of  becoming  a 
providence  to  others.  Evidently  the  providence  of 
God  has  been  shown  in  their  regard,  for  under  that 
guarding  care  the  mustard-seed  planted  in  1840  has 
become  a  spreading  tree.  It  is  this  Providence  that 
has  furnished  your  homes  in  the  far  East  and  distant 
West,  and  the  same  providing  Hand  has  attracted 
to  your  care  thousands  of  children,  that  you  may 
teach  them  to  know,  love,  and  glorify  God's  holy 
name.  But  is  this  not  due,  at  least  in  a  certain 
measure,  to  your  confidence  in  that  loving  care  that 
forsakes  not  the  birds  of  the  air? — for  even  in  your 
poverty  you  generously  gave  of  your  little.  Hun- 
dreds, yea  thousands,  have  enjoyed  the  blessing  of 
a  Christian   education,  the  gratuitous  gift  of   your 
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Community,  and  these  are  the  brightest  gems  in  the 
diadem  that  crowns  the  golden  era. 

Every  parish  that  is  blessed  with  your  schools 
can  enumerate  many  receiving  free  instruction. 
You  have  charge  also  of  the  orphans  of  your  diocese, 
and  consider  it  a  privilege.  Yes,  the  ignorant  have 
been  instructed,  the  hungry  have  been  fed,  the 
wounds  and  sorrows  of  suffering  humanity  have  oft 
been  solaced  by  the  patient  care  of  the  Sisters  of 
Providence.  Even  the  grand  old  veterans  of  the 
Civil  War  will  raise  their  voices  on  this  golden 
occasion  to  praise  the  Community  that  bound  up 
their  gushing  wounds  in  those  fearful  days  of  sorrow. 
All  will  join  in  one  protracted  prayer  that  the  om- 
nipotent God  may  shower  benedictions  on  the  Sisters 
of  Providence  and  all  their  undertakings  during  the 
new  era  about  to  be  begun.  But  the  pupils  who 
have  gone  forth  from  the  many  schools,  we  espe- 
cially, pupils  of  St.  Mary's  of  the  Woods,  will  come 
with  our  tributes  of  affection. 

Even  at  this  early  writing,  letters  of  congratu- 
lation, contributions  to  the  literary  exercises  to  be 
held  in  June,  have  been  received.  We  regret  that 
the  exercises  both  of  the  "  Golden  Class  "  and  of  the 
"  Old  Pupils  "  cannot  be  given  in  full,  but  for  reasons 
too  evident  to  be  mentioned  this  volume  must  be 
concluded  without   so  valuable  an   addition.     The 
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letter  from  the  mother-house  in  France,  whence 
Mother  Theodore  started  to  found  this  new  home 
in  Indiana,  we  shall  insert,  considering  it  an  appro- 
priate conclusion  to  this  ''little  labor  of  love." 

"J.M.J. 

"  Ruille-sur-Loir  (Sarthe),  Feb.  21,  1891. 

"  My  good  and  dear  Mother  : 

"  The  blessed  day  of  the  22d  of  October,  1890, 
the  fiftieth  anniversary  of  your  arrival  in  Indiana, 
you  passed  in  the  quiet  enjoyment  of  recollection 
and  prayer.  Ah  yes !  we  understand  how  you 
loved  to  recall  in  the  solitude  of  your  hearts  the 
goodness,  the  tender  mercies  of  the  Lord  in  behalf 
of  your  dear  religious  family,  and  how  sweet  and 
very  consoling  it  must  have  been  to  you  to  dwell, 
in  memory,  on  the  many  and  delicate  attentions 
which  divine  Providence  has  vouchsafed  to  bestow 
upon  your  cherished  Cradle  at  St.  Mary  of  the 
Woods. 

"  With  what  transports  of  loving  gratitude  you  and 
your  beloved  Sisters  have  repeated  these  words  of 
our  holy  office  :  '  Let  us  hasten  to  present  ourselves 
before  the  Lord,  to  celebrate  His  praises:  for  He  is 
the  Lord  our  God  and  we  are  His  people  and  the 
sheep  of  His  pasture.' 

"  But,  dearly  loved  Mother,  your  Community  on 
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earth  was  not  alone  in  prayer  and  rejoicing  in  God. 
From  their  home  in  heaven  your  saintly  Mother 
Theodore  and  her  early  daughters,  Sisters  St.  Fran- 
cis Xavier,  Basilide,  Mary  Joseph,  and  many  others, 
looked  down  upon  you  with  delight  and  rejoiced 
with  you.  And  our  venerable  Mother  Mary  also 
exulted  before  the  throne  of  God  on  beholding  the 
wondrous  benefits  He  continues  to  shower  upon  our 
dear  Indiana.  Their  praises  and  thanksgivings, 
mingling  with  yours,  like  a  sweet  incense  ascended 
to  God  and  touched  His  paternal  heart. 

"And  now,  my  dear  Mother,  learning  that  the 
pupils  of  your  Academy  are  preparing  to  celebrate 
the  joyous  event  of  its  Golden  Jubilee  on  the  24th 
of  next  June,  we  extend  to  them  our  hearty  con- 
gratulations. Be  pleased  to  assure  them  that,  not- 
withstanding the  distance  that  separates  us,  it  would 
be  a  very  great  pleasure  for  us  to  be  present  on  that 
auspicious  occasion,  to  share  in  their  joyful  festivi- 
ties ;  but  such  a  happiness  cannot  be  ours,  and  we 
sincerely  regret  having  to  decline  your  gracious 
and  cordial  invitation  ;  owing  to  the  difficult  and 
troubled  state  of  affairs  of  our  country,  we  could 
not  allow  ourselves  so  long  an  absence  ;  yet  we 
should  be  so  happy,  my  dear  Mother,  to  see  you, 
you  and  your  Council ;  to  meet  again  our  cherished 
Sisters  M.  Theodore,  M.  Eudoxie,  Mary  Xavier,  and 
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Olympiade ;  to  visit  that  spot  which  God  has  given 
you,  the  holy  dwelling  which  you  have  raised  to 
Him,  and  there  to  pray  with  you — this  is  a  pleasure 
we  shall  have  to  offer  in  sacrifice  to  Our  Lord. 
However,  in  spirit  and  in  heart  we  shall  be  with  you. 
Ruille'  shall  be  all  in  festivity  and  rejoicing  the  24th 
of  June.  The  holy  sacrifice  of  the  mass  shall  be 
offered,  my  dear  Mother,  for  you,  and  for  all  your 
daughters,  Sisters,  and  novices,  and  for  your  dear 
pupils  of  the  Academy.  Neither  shall  your  beloved 
departed  be  forgotten  during  that  holy  hour. 

"  We  shall  pray  with  all  the  fervor  of  our  hearts 
that  you  may  obtain  through  the  intercession  of  our 
Immaculate  Mother,  and  of  our  good  father  St. 
Joseph,  the  assistance  of  which  you  stand  in  need  to 
continue  your  work  of  zeal  and  devotedness  for  the 
glory  of  God  and  the  extension  of  His  kingdom. 

"  It  would  give  us  great  pleasure  to  receive  the  ac- 
count of  your  Jubilee  celebration,  for  your  joys  are 
ours,  you  know  it,  my  good  Mother,  as  your  trials 
are  also  our  trials.  May  this  confraternity  of  our 
hearts  and  of  our  souls  be  always  for  you,  and  for 
us,  a  consolation,  a  strength  in  our  labors  here  below, 
as  they  shall  be  our  joy  in  heaven,  where  we  shall  be 
forever  united  in  the  bosom  of  God. 

"  I  ask  God,  my  good  Mother,  to  bless  your  dear 
Academy,  and  to  lavish  on  you  and  all  your  Sisters 
His  most  abundant  benedictions. 


ST.  MARY  OF    THE    WOODS.  I  5  r 

"  Pray  for  us  also,  dear  Mother,  and  be  assured, 
with  all  your  beloved  daughters,  of  the  deepest  affec- 
tion of  our  hearts  in  that  of  Our  Saviour  Jesus  Christ. 

"Sister  Marie  Julie, 

1 '  Superior- General. ' ' 

Standing  on  the  boundary  between  two  eras,  we 
have  taken  a  retrospect  of  the  past ;  we  have  seen  the 
meagre  six  grow  into  the  mighty  hundreds  ;  art  and 
science  beneath  the  fostering  care  of  religion  find 
an  asylum  in  the  forest,  rare  exotics  becoming  accli- 
mated, blossoming,  and  bearing  fruit ;  we  have  noted 
epochs  of  rejoicing  and  hours  of  darkness ;  but  never 
have  we  found  any  establishment  of  the  Sisters, 
during  the  past  fifty  years,  under  any  cloud  save  that 
of  a  passing  sorrow.  God's  care  has  directed  and 
provided  for  every  undertaking  without  any  govern- 
ment appropriation. 

Yes,  we  have  noticed  golden  days  in  the  past ; 
but  could  we  with  a  prophet's  eye  penetrate  the  veil 
hiding  from  us  the  future,  what  grand  work  of  zeal, 
of  charity,  what  holiness,  what  greatness  of  soul, 
what  nobility  of  intellect,  what  achievements,  moral 
and  intellectual,  would  gratify  our  vision  !  We  must 
leave,  however,  to  the  pen  of  another  to  register  the 
works  of  the  fifty  years  to  come  ;  and  we  hesitate  not 
to  believe  that  it  will  be  done  in  a  manner  more 
worthy  of  so  elevated  a  subject,  but  we  refuse  to  be- 
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lieve  that  the  writer  will  love  more  sincerely,  more 
intensely,  the  home  of  her  youth,  the  preceptresses 
of  her  girlhood,  than  she  who  presents  this  token  of 
affection,  this  souvenir  of  the  Golden  Jubilee,  to  the 
teachers  and  pupils  of  her  loved  Alma  Mater — St. 
Mary's  Institute. 


APPENDIX. 


THE  merit  of  the  literary  work  presented  yearly 
by  the  respective  graduates  may  be  seen  from  the 
following  allegory  and  essays  selected  from  among 
the  numerous  exercises  of  a  similar  character  that 
have  been  read  at  successive  commencements. 

Every  one  of  the  collection  has  been  deemed 
worthy  of  insertion  and  would  have  been  taken  by 
the  writer,  did  the  limits  of  the  present  work  allow. 
Hence  she  has  had  to  confine  herself  to  those  here 
presented,  acknowledging,  however,  that  it  has  been 
a  difficult  task  to  discriminate  among  so  many  inter- 
esting productions. 

The  "  Farewell  Address  "  has  been  chosen  because 
it  was  writteii  by  St.  Mary's  first  graduate. 

FAREWELL   ADDRESS. 

I  cannot  leave  this  Institute,  which   has  been  the 

nursery  of  my  childhood,  without  giving  some  feeble 

expression   to  the  varied  yet   mingled  emotions  of 

gratitude,  grief,  and  joy  which  fill  my  heart  on  this, 

to  me,  momentous  occasion.     I  know  there  are  those 

present  who  would  deny  me  any   feeling   but    the 
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latter,  who  look  upon  me  as  a  caged  bird  ready  to 
carol  forth  warblings  so  soon  as  the  door  is  open, 
granting  me  free  access  to  the  gay  world  beyond. 

But  I  hope  the  larger  portion  will  lend  me  their 
sympathies,  and  feel  with  me  that  the  ties  of  my 
childhood  are  sundering,  that  I  am  waking  from  the 
soft,  sweet  dream  of  life  to  meet  its  stern  reality, 
and  will  forgive  me  if  I  speak  emotions  too  tumult- 
uous for  silence,  yet  too  sacred  for  utterance,  remem- 
bering that  our  gentle  songstress  has  chanted  that 

"  Though    the   brave   may  not    tremble  when  war  shall  sur- 
round them, 
Nor   shrink  when  the  mantle  of  death  shall  have  bound 

them, 
Which  can  look,  without  shrinking,  on  death  in  its  gloom, 
Will  dissolve  like  the  dew,  or  some  wizard's  dark  spell, 
When  it  bids  the  sweet  home  of  its  childhood  '  Farewell.'  " 

Like  the  Jewish  matron  of  old  my  mother  offered 
me,  whilst  I  was  yet  but  a  child,  in  this  temple  dedi- 
cated to  religion  and  literature,  with  the  only  wish 
that  on  my  heart  and  on  my  mind  might  be  indelibly 
inscribed  its  motto,  "  Knowledge  and  Virtue  United  ;" 
and  like  the  child  in  the  old  Jewish  Temple  my  years 
have  glided  peacefully  along  in  the  endeavoring  to 
acquire  those  dispositions  which  will  enable  me  to 
perform  the  part  allotted   to  me  in  the  stage  of  life. 

Years  ago,  when  a  glorious  sun  was  bathing  the 
world  in  a  sea  of  golden  light,  I  first  saw  St.  Mary 
of  the  Woods.     Though  then  but  a  child,  the  im- 
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pression  made  upon  my  mind  by  the  soothing  calm- 
ness of  the  landscape,  gemmed  with  the  convent  and 
Institute  and  veiled  with  a  holy  quiet,  is  yet  as  vivid 
as  though  it  were  engraved  but  yesterday. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  kind,  warm  look  that  wel- 
comed me  from  her  who  raised  these  walls,  and  who 
for  so  many  years  was  the  guardian  genius  of  this 
home  of  virtue  and  science.  It  was  then  I  first  saw 
the  cherished  Sister  who  sought  so  earnestly  to 
etherealize  my  childish  heart,  to  raise  it  upwards  to 
blissful  realms  where  hers  beats  now  so  joyously. 
Mother  Theodore  !  Sister  St.  Francis  !  They  wel- 
comed me,  but  I  may  not  hear  their  parting  blessing. 
They  are  gone  !  both  gone !  gone  to  that 

"  Spirit-land  of  dreams 
Whose  bovvers  of  loveliness,  like  captive  birds, 
They  sought  fluttering-  to  be  free,  whose  gleams 

Of  beauty  charmed  them — land  which  through  their  words 
We  too  have  longed  to  see !" 

There    they   are    sleeping    quietly  by  the    shrine 

of  St.  Ann.      The  cedar  slowly  waves    its    sombre 

branches  over  their  myrtle-green  graves   as  though 

it  would  recall  them  from  the  shadow  of  their  cross; 

but  now  they  may  not  visit  this  earth  save  in 

"Whispering echoes  which  our  hearts  still  hear, 
Like  music's  mellow  strains." 

For  years  I   have  breathed   their  atmosphere  of 

friendliness  and  affection.  Do  you  wonder,  then,  that 

I  drop  a  parting  tear,  even  though  I  leave  for  the 
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hearth  whose  stones  have  formed  since  early  child- 
hood my  sunniest  castles  in  the  ether  blue? 

Companions,  adieu  !  No  more  shall  I  be  with  you 
in  our  study-room  searching  the  pages  of  science,  re- 
viewing the  ages  of  the  past,  and  alas!  too  often  try- 
ing to  peer  into  the  future.  Henceforth  you  shall  take 
your  evening  walks  without  me  ;  but  I  shall  remem- 
ber the  fresh  spring  blossoms  and  bright  June  roses 
that  you,  my  little  friends,  have  given  me — sweet 
tokens  of  your  heart's  first  flowers,  and  which  I  have 
ever  prized  as  such. 

Your  many  kindnesses,  dear  school-mates,  will  be 
bright  in  the  choice  bouquet  Memory  will  hereafter 
cull  for  me  in  St.  Mary's  shady  forests.  Think  of 
me  sometimes,  and  remember  me  as  a  friend — though 
distant,  still  a  friend. 

Dear  Sisters  in  Mary,  farewell.  Pray  for  me,  that 
I  may  not,  amidst  the  world's  glittering  allurements, 
forget  the  graces  I  have  shared  with  you.  Ask  that 
Faith  may  ever  point  to  me  our  gentle  Virgin  queen 
with  our  "  Ecce  Mater  tua."  Your  prayers  for  the 
absent  member  will  often  be  present  to  my  mind, 
and  in  the  dim  vista  of  the  coming  years  the  "  Ave" 
for  the  distant  sodalist  will  be  as  a  star  to  illumine 
my  pathway.  When  the  evening  bell  shall  call  you 
to  the  chapel,  my  cherished  friends,  and  when  the 
censers  of  fragrant  breath  shall  bear  aloft  your  fer- 
vent prayer,  oh,  let  it  waft  to  the  throne  above  a  wish 
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that  benedictions  may  ever  hover  around  your  ab- 
sent friend  until  she  may  mingle  her  prayers  with 
yours  at  the  bright  altar,  wreathed  with  the  light  of 
angels'  wings. 

And  when  the  village  church,  sacred  to  me  with 
life's  dearest  recollections,  echoes  to  my  favorite 
"  Memorare,"    then  again  remember  me. 

Dear  Sisters!  Loved  Mother !  To  you  what  shall  I 
say?  The  heart's  best  feelings  lie  too  deep  for  utter- 
ance. To-day  the  bands  of  fostering  care  you  have 
long  girt  round  me  are  burst  asunder ;  I  leave  your 
peaceful  walks,  but  their  lustre  shall  ever  shine 
around  me.  Memory  will  not  fail  to  brighten  yet  more 
with  their  radiance  life's  sunny  glens,  and  with  it  to 
illuminate  its  shady  dells  that  lie  darkling  in  the  far- 
off  future.  And  the  cross  that  speaks  on  high  the 
glad  tidings  of  man's  redemption  will  be  my  beacon 
on  life's  stormy  sea. 

Thanks  for  the  lessons  you  have  taught  me ! 
Thanks  for  the  advice  you  have  given  me  !  Words 
cannot  say  my  gratitude,  but  your  unvarying  kind- 
ness emboldens  me  to  ask  new  favors.  Continue 
your  lessons  and  advice  to  me.  Let  them  come  to 
me,  when  far  away,  like  winged  messengers  from  a 
better  world,  and  with  them  send  upward  through 
your  balmy  woodland  air  a  petition  that  I  may  be- 
come in  deed  as  well  as  word  "  St.  Mary's  Child,'' 
and  that  my  life  may  be  the  interpretation  of  our 
motto,  "  Virtus  cum  Scientia." 
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THOUGHTS  ON    THE   MENTAL   CULTURE 

OF  WOMAN 

J  \  'ho  shall  find  a  valiant  woman  ?  Far  and  from  the  tetter 
most  coasts  is  the  value  of  her.  Strength  and  honor  are  her 
clothing,  and  she  shall  rejoice  in  the  latter  day.  She  hath 
opened  her  mouth  to  wisdom,  and  the  law  of  clei7iency  is  on  her 
tongue.  She  hath  looked  well  to  the  paths  of  her  household, 
and  she  hath  7iot  eaten  her  bread  idle.  Favor  is  deceitful,  and 
beauty  is  vain  ;  the  woman  that  feareth  the  Lord,  she  shall  be 
praised. — Proverbs. 

Standing  as  we  do  to-day  on  the  threshhold  of  the 
great  world,  and  looking  back  on  the  childhood  that 
has  left  us,  to  review  the  labor  in  which  that  period 
has  passed,  the  question  may  arise,  "  Why  have  we 
been  thus  occupied — why  so  many  days,  months, 
and  years  of  incessant  toil?"  Simultaneously  with 
the  question  comes  its  answer:  "To  cultivate  the 
intellect  with  which  we  have  been  endowed,  and  so 
be  enabled  to  perform  the  duties  assigned  us  by  our 
Creator." 

This  surely  is  not  the  place  to  deny  that  woman 
possesses  an  intellect  capable  of  a  high  degree  of 
culture,  while  we  are  surrounded  by  the  walls  of  an 
institute  built  by  woman's  industry  and  guided  by 
woman's  intellect.  Setting  aside  any  comparison 
between  the  intellect  of  man  and  that  of  woman,  it 
must  be  evident  to  all  earnest  thinkers  that  woman's 
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mind  not  only  admits  of  cultivation  but  that  it  must 
receive  it.  Where,  indeed,  is  the  necessity  of  com- 
parison between  things  so  dissimilar  in  their  prov- 
ince ?  Why  should  one  be  made  to  detract  from  the 
other?  Do  we  deny  that  the  banks  of  the  Rhine 
are  picturesque  because  the  Alps  present  more  sub- 
lime scenery  ?  Are  the  Great  Lakes  of  this  our 
country  less  beautiful  because  the  broad  Pacific  and 
stormy  Atlantic  lie  on  either  side  of  the  continent? 

Woman,  as  well  as  man,  has  been  formed  to  the 
image  and  likeness  of  God  ;  in  her  soul  there  is  the 
same  impress  of  the  Deity.  Religion  has  always  ac- 
knowledged this  by  admitting  her  to  a  full  participa- 
tion in  all  the  benefits  of  the  Redemption.  Since  the 
Creatorhas  given  to  woman  a  soul  endowed  with  mem- 
ory, free-will,  and  understanding,  and  has  stamped 
it  with  His  image,  it  cannot  be  right  for  any  one  to 
attempt  to  obscure  that  image  by  slighting  the  facul- 
ties of  which  it  is  composed.  In  the  parable  of  the 
talents  we  are  plainly  shown  that  we  are  responsible 
to  God  for  every  gift  which  He  in  His  Avisdom  has 
bestowed  on  us,  that  we  are  not  at  liberty  to  receive 
or  to  reject  as  we  will,  but  that  we  must  use  what 
God  gives  us,  and  use  it  for  Him. 

Woman's  intellect  should  receive  the  highest  cult- 
ure  of  which  her  mind  is  capable.  If  God  has 
given  us  a  love  of  the  beautiful  He  intends  that  we 
should  cultivate  this  appreciation  of  His  works.    We 
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are  all  made  to  seek  happiness,  and  if  we  are  pre- 
vented from  finding  it  in  its  legitimate  place  we  will 
seek  it  in  others,  and  we  shall  be  fortunate  if  these 
last  are  simply  useless,  and  not  hurtful.  Often  we 
hear,  as  proof  of  woman's  mental  weakness,  that  too 
many  women  place  much  of  their  happiness  in  frivo- 
lous pursuits  ;  this  proof  is  insufficient,  for  we  all 
know  that  strength  of  intellect  is  always  accom- 
panied with  a  peculiar  activity,  which,  if  deprived  of 
its  proper  object,  will  spend  itself  on  whatever  is 
placed  before  it.  In  this  lies  the  chief  danger  of  de- 
priving the  intellect,  either  masculine  or  feminine,  of 
its  proper  nourishment.  There  would  not  be  so  much 
of  that  intense  love  of  fashion  which  now  so  thor- 
oughly pervades  society,  distressing  the  thinking  men 
and  women  of  the  present  day,  if  the  majority  of 
women  were  taught  to  take  a  deeper  interest  in 
higher  matter  ;  if  instead  of  applying  their  taste  only 
to  dress  they  would  use  it  in  the  observation  of 
what  was  beautiful  and  grand  in  art,  science,  and 
literature.  The  only  way  to  stem  the  almost  over- 
whelming tide  of  worldliness  is  for  woman  to  take 
the  lead  in  the  great  reform  that  is  so  much  needed. 
This  she  will  never  be  able  to  do,  unless  her  educa- 
tion is  such  that  she  can  perceive  that  there  are 
things  to  strive  for  which  bring  more  happiness  than 
the  foolish  garb,  which,  when  a  year  old,  the  world 
of  fashion  is  the  first  to  deride.     There  would  not 
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be  so  many  idle  words  to  be  answered  for  at  the 
great  accounting  day  if  woman  were  taught  to  dis- 
cuss subjects  worthy  of  conversation.  There  would 
not  be  so  much  dishonesty  in  the  world  of  traffic  if 
men  were  not  urged  by  the  extravagant  demands  of 
families  determined  to  take  the  lead  in  the  fashion- 
able world.  An  educated  woman  can,  while  she 
does  not  neglect  her  social  duties,  find  her  chief 
happiness  by  her  own  fireside.  She  will  also  be 
capable  of  understanding  the  resources  of  her 
family,  which  will  prevent  her  from  attempting  to 
live  beyond  her  means.  Thus  she  will  truly  share 
the  cares  of  the  household,  and  thus  will  she  prove 
herself  "  not  taken  from  the  foot  of  man  to  be  his 
inferior,  but  from  his  side  that  she  might  be  his 
equal."  To  those  who  are  willing  to  assign  to 
woman,  as  her  only  proper  sphere,  the  reign  and 
conquests  of  the  ball-room,  it  should  be  said  "  Is 
this  all  that  woman  is  to  live  for?"  "  Is  all  her  en- 
joyment to  be  confined  to  a  few  brilliant  hours  of 
evening  ?"  "  Is  beauty,  her  most  perishable  gift, 
alone  to  be  valued  by  her  ?"  Madame  Recamier, 
peerless  in  the  galaxy  of  the  First  Empire,  won  her 
proudest  laurels,  not  by  marvellous  beauty,  but  by 
those  accomplishments  of  mind  and  heart  making 
her  the  centre  around  which  moved  a  circle  of  men 
devoted  to  all  that  advances  the  intellect.  To  have 
been  the  solace  of  Chateaubriand's  declining  years 
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is  certainly  worth  all  the  conquests  ever  made  by 
mere  beauty  from  the  days  of  the  fair  Egyptian 
queen  to  the  present  hour.  Was  not  the  intellect 
of  Madame  Swetchine,  that  magnificent  being  of 
whom  her  illustrious  biographer  says,  "  She  united 
the  head  of  a  man  to  the  heart  of  a  woman,"  more 
to  be  desired  than  all  the  beauty  of  form  and  feature, 
since,  besides  procuring  for  her  the  friendship  of 
the  great  ones  of  the  earth,  it  enabled  her  to  dis- 
cover the  field  in  which  the  Gospel  pearl  lies  hid  ? 
Nor  are  these  the  only,  the  most  brilliant  examples 
that  might  be  brought  forward.  How  many,  like 
St.  Theresa,  have  devoted  noble  intellects  in  a 
special  manner  to  the  Giver,  thereby  reflecting  a 
glory  not  of  earth  !  How  many  have  sacrificed  all 
that  the  world  considers  precious  in  order  to  impart 
to  others  that  Christian  education  which  our  Church 
holds  so  dear !  And  how  many  remaining  in  the 
world  have  done  their  duty  nobly  by  making  their 
homes  the  pleasing  abodes  of  intelligence  and 
virtue  !  Are  not  these  triumphs  greater  than  those 
of  dress  and  fashion?  Are  not  these  nobler  aims 
to  place  before  women  ? 

The  vast  influence  that  woman  exercises  renders 
it  of  paramount  importance  that  her  mind  should 
be  so  cultivated  as  to  enable  her  to  employ  this 
influence  aright.  The  impressions  made  in  child- 
hood are  the  most  enduring,  and  to  woman  is  con- 
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fided  the  care  of  the  growing  mind  ;  it  being,  there- 
fore, highly  important  that  the  impressions  then 
made  should  be  those  of  truth,  the  one  who  com- 
municates them  must  be  a  person  of  culture.  How 
can  a  young  man,  emerging  from  one  of  our  insti- 
tutions of  learning  with  a  mind  well  developed, 
have  confidence  in  his  mother's  opinions  if  that 
mother  be  ignorant  ?  Will  he  be  willing  to  receive 
her  advice  when  he  knows  that  he  is  mentally  her 
superior?  Can  the  mother  advise  judiciously  if  she 
does  not  fully  understand  the  subjects  under  con- 
sideration ?  And  how  much  a  young  man  may 
need  counsel  from  an  unpolluted  source,  let  each 
man  read  his  own  heart  and  say.  In  proportion  as 
woman's  opportunities  for  self-culture  are  enlarged 
the  sphere  of  her  influence  will  increase.  The  laws 
of  her  country  should  not  be  considered  above  her 
comprehension  ;  but  she  should  be  acquainted  with 
them,  as  well  as  with  the  great  political  questions 
of  her  time.  It  need  not  be  feared  that  this  com- 
prehension of  the  principles  for  which  men  battle 
will  inspire  the  truly  strong-minded  woman  with  a 
desire  to  share  in  those  duties,  which  the  common 
consent  of  ages  and  nations  and,  even  more  decie- 
sively,  her  quick  sense  of  right  and  wrong,  pro- 
nounce the  glory  of  man's  power,  but  the  thief  of 
woman's  charm.  Let  those  who  sneer  at  the 
women   who,  by  their   absurd    assumption    of   the 
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rights  which  do  not  belong  to  them,  have  brought 
ridicule  on  their  sex,  remember  that  these  women 
only  illustrate  the  law  that  extremes  produce  their 
opposite  extremes.  If  you  would  rescue  woman 
from  those  scenes  of  discord  in  which  they  who 
direct  the  affairs  of  nations  must  mingle,  develop 
her  intellectual  resources,  and  then,  with  a  just 
pride,  she  will  perceive  how  in  the  sweet  retirement 
of  home  she  may  wield  influences  no  less  potent 
than  the  hidden  forces  that,  in  the  silence  and  dark- 
ness of  the  earth,  rive  the  rock  or  bring  forth  the 
untold  treasures  of  the  mines,  or  that  in  the  depths 
of  ocean  call  forth  the  rainbow-tinted  pearl.  The 
claims  made  to  other  rights  are  the  consequences  of 
underrating  and  only  half  educating  woman,  and 
these  claims  are  no  more  absurd  than  to  believe  that 
woman's  intellect  is  circumscribed  by  the  narrow 
limits  which  Moliere,  and  others  than  him,  assign 
to  it.  These  moralists,  if  they  can  be  so  styled, 
make  woman  an  incomplete  being,  resembling  the 
parasitical  plants  that  cling  to  the  forest  trees,  beau- 
tiful, it  is  true,  but  entirely  dependent  and  utterly 
useless.  Since  we  of  the  present  generation 
stand 

"  Heirs  of  ages,  in  the  foremost  files  of  time," 

let  us  choose  from  among  our  inheritances  the  good, 
the  beautiful,  the  true,  and  reject  that  which  falsely 
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claims  to  be  gold.  Among  the  latter  may  be  classed 
the  hackneyed  fable  of  the  oak  and  the  vine.  A 
truer  simile  is  furnished  us  by  the  ancient  mycolo- 
gists, who  tell  us  cf  Philemon  and  Baucis,  one  the 
type  of  a  noble  man,  and  the  other  of  a  noble  woman, 
metamorphosed  by  Jupiter,  Philemon  into  an  oak, 
Baucis  into  a  linden-tree,  the  intermingling,  murmur- 
ing branches  of  both  affording  grateful  shelter  to  the 
weary  wayfarer.  The  oak  was  endowed  with  a  heart 
of  iron  and  a  grandeur  of  mien,  the  linden  adorned 
with  grace  and  medicinal  flowers,  so  fitly  represent- 
ing the  gentle  ministries  of  woman.  Neither  of  them 
grew  upon  or  clung  to  the  other,  but  each  stood 
separate,  in  fair  proportions,  before  heaven  and  earth. 
When  a  father  returns  home  at  night  wearied  by 
his  toil  must  he  be  condemned  to  meet  with  no 
sympathy  because  his  family  cannot  understand  the 
nature  of  his  cares  ?  And  if  he  wishes  to  indulge 
his  literary  tastes  must  he  be  alone  in  this  relaxa- 
tion ?  Must  the  favorite  author  be  read  without  the 
pleasure  of  a  comment  because  neither  wife  nor 
daughters  can  appreciate  the  beauties  of  the  work? 
Of  how  much  estrangement  among  the  members  of 
a  family  has  this  been  the  cause  !  Yet  is  a  man  en- 
tirely to  blame  if,  under  such  circumstances,  he  does 
not  find  his  home  wholly  agreeable  ?  This  great 
evil  will  be  obviated  by  giving  to  woman  the  mental 
culture  proper  to  her  station  ;   for  a  home  that  is 
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made  pleasant  by  an  intelligent  wife  and  cultivated 
daughters  will  always  be  an  agreeable  retreat  from 
the  cares  of  life,  and  the  best  safeguard  against 
haunts  of  idleness  and  dissipation.  Is  woman  made 
less  womanly  by  the  development  of  her  mental 
faculties?  If  we  judge  that  such  is  the  case  because 
some  women  of  superior  education  have  been  made 
less  woman-like  by  other  circumstances,  we  are  guilty 
of  "  fallacia  accidentis." 

While  Eugenie  de  Guerin  in  her  "  Letters  "  and 
"  Journal  "  shows  a  store  of  knowledge  not  common, 
at  the  same  time  she  exhibits  in  these  pages  a  depth 
of  womanly  character.  Will  any  one  deny  that  her 
life  was  spent  in  performing  woman's  noblest  work? 
Those  who  have  read  the  "  Life  and  Letters  of  Rosa 
Ferrucci,"  an  Italian  girl  of  our  day,  can  testify  that 
to  a  rare  intellectual  culture  she  united  all  the  lovely 
qualities  that  should  adorn  woman.  Our  gifted 
countrywoman,  Jenny  C.  White  Del  Bal,  whose 
education  was  only  surpassed  by  her  virtues,  has 
left  to  the  world,  in  her  life  of  self-forgetfulness  and 
devotion,  a  glorious  example  of  gentleness  blended 
with  charity  and  zeal.  The  lives  of  these  three  are 
sufficient  to  prove  to  us  that  no  true  woman  will 
make  a  cultivated  mind  an  excuse  for  neglecting  the 
obligations  of  her  position  ;  on  the  contrary,  it  will 
furnish  assistance  in  her  employments  as  well  as 
recreation  in  her  leisure  moments. 
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Now  that  books  of  every  variety  are  flooding  the 
world,  it  is  particularly  desirable  that  woman's  edu- 
cation should  be  such  as  to  enable  her  to  separate 
the  good  from  the  bad.  Society  is  at  present  in- 
undated with  a  class  of  books  whose  style  tends  im- 
mediately to  vitiate  the  taste  for  solid  reading,  and 
ultimately  to  destroy  all  true  ideas  of  right.  We 
cannot  help  meeting  with  such,  and  if  we  place  our- 
selves under  their  influence  we  shall  be  truly  un- 
fortunate, for  they  will  surely  render  us  unsettled 
and  unhappy  by  portraying  the  world  as  a  mere 
pleasure-garden,  instead  of  a  vineyard  where  each 
one  is  called  to  do  a  portion  of  labor.  Often  these 
works  are  written  in  a  style  distasteful  to  cultivated 
persons,  so  that  this  influence  is  counteracted  by  a 
thoroughly  cultivated  mind.  "  That  a  little  learning 
is  a  dangerous  thing"  is  as  true  for  woman  as  it  is 
for  man, — a  slight  degree  of  knowledge  tends  to 
make  her  over-rate  her  mental  faculties,  and  to  re- 
gard as  absurd  that  which  she  cannot  understand. 

However  sad  it  may  be  to  see  man  destitute  of  all 
reverential  feeling,  it  is  sadder  to  perceive  this  want 
in  woman,  who  should  hold  the  beacon-light  of  re- 
ligion to  tempest-tossed  souls.  When  her  under- 
standing is  rightly  developed,  over-appreciation  of 
her  own  intellect  will  cease,  and  her  willingness 
to  believe  revealed  truths  will  increase  when  she 
perceives  how  little,  after  all  our  labor,  we  can  learn 
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of  the  mighty  whole  in  this  short  life.  These  truths 
would  not  be  so  often  attacked  by  shallow-minded 
sophists  if  every  woman  wrcre  capable  of  defending 
them  ;  and  who  should  be  their  defenders,  if  not  the 
heirs  of  those  who  were  "  the  last  at  the  cross  and 
the  first  at  the  tomb "  ?  Often  arguments  which 
appear  conclusive  to  the  half-educated  are  over- 
thrown by  a  knowledge  of  the  rules  of  reason- 
ing; educate  a  woman  and  she  will  perceive  their 
fallacy  and  expose  it  to  those  who  are  less  favored 
than  herself.  Another  evil  attendant  on  half-educa- 
tion is  that  the  daily  routine  of  woman's  life  is  such 
as  to  leave  her  mind  unoccupied,  and  as  it  is  not  for 
idle  hands  only  that  mischief  may  be  found,  her 
ideas  may  run  into  the  wrong  channel.  Were 
woman  to  forsake  religion,  the  effect  on  society  would 
be  most  serious ;  for  in  so  doing  she  would  bid 
farewell  to  her  most  ennobling  faculties,  and  in  every 
age  the  status  of  woman  is  the  measure  of  a  nation's 
weal.  Deprive  the  world  of  the  holy  example  of 
Christian  women,  and  what  would  be  the  conse- 
quence ?  The  records  of  paganism  reply  with  start- 
ling emphasis.  However,  no  woman  will  ever  regret 
devoting  a  large  portion  of  her  time  to  the  consider- 
ation of  those  great  doctrines  that  concern  all  man- 
kind, aiding  as  it  does  in  the  acquisition  of  knowledge, 
not  only  by  directing  its  use,  but  by  actually  lay- 
ing   open    to    the    intellectual    view  vast    stores    of 
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knowledge.  Far  from  impending  scientific  re- 
searches, this  study  will  create  a  habit  of  discriminat- 
ing between  right  and  wrong,  which  will  greatly  im- 
prove the  reasoning  faculties.  Thus  does  faith  act 
like  the  hand  of  the  astronomer,  that  directs  his 
telescope  that  his  eye  may  behold  the  wonders  of 
the  firmament. 

All  this  clearly  shows  that  we  are  not  only  intel- 
lectual beings  but  also  moral  beings,  and  that  the 
intellect  cannot  reach  its  highest  development  if 
the  heart  is  neglected.  Head  and  heart  aid  each 
other:  the  intellect  is  the  guide  to  the  blind,  it  is  its 
duty  to  discover  those  beautiful  truths  which  the 
heart  must  embrace,  and  to  warn  it  against  every 
corrupting  influence.  The  heart  must  also  animate 
the  head,  for  if  we  ignore  the  mandates  of  our  moral 
nature  we  act  in  opposition  to  the  highest  principles 
of  our  being.  Of  what  use  will  it  be  for  us  to  rejoice 
in  the  beauty  of  this  glorious  universe  if  the  heart 
does  not  refer  this  beauty  to  its  great  Creator? 
Without  this  habitual  reference  the  intellect  will  be 
like  a  ship  without  a  rudder,  and  the  hour  of  death 
show  nothing  but  misplaced  energies  and  fruitless 
endeavors.  It  is  partly  because  of  a  want  of  proper 
training  in  this  respect  that  some  women  have  for- 
gotten that  their  mission  is  to  be  fulfilled  quietly;  it 
is  because  they  were  not  taught  that  modesty  is 
woman's  crowning    virtue   that  they   so    far    forget 
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themselves  as  to  usurp  duties  that  do  not  devolve 
upon  them.  If  ever,  in  pleading  for  the  culture  of 
the  mind,  our  consideration  of  the  one  subject  leads 
us  to  the  verge  of  intellectual  pride,  let  us  remember 
that  God  gives  the  precedence  to  the  heart ;  that  if 
He  demands  the  homage  of  the  head,  still  more 
earnestly  does  He  ask  that  noblest  function  of  the 
heart,  Love.  "  Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy  God," 
says  the  Incarnate  Word,  "with  thy  whole  heart, 
with  thy  whole  soul,  with  all  thy  mind,  and  all  thy 
strength." 

Mankind  is  the  voice  of  the  universe,  and  through 
mankind  the  works  of  God  should  return  glory  to 
their  Maker ;  and  woman  must  lend  her  notes  to 
swell  the  grand  chorus  of  praise  which  ascends  from 
earth  to  heaven,  "  from  the  rising  of  the  sun  to  the 
setting  thereof ;"  and  as  there  are  tones  in  voice 
which  men  cannot  reach,  so  duties  await  her  which 
she  alone  can  fulfil,  and  in  the  heart  of  the  valiant 
woman  God's  law  finds  a  deep  foundation. 

When  this  Institute  will  have  received  the  last 
touch  from  the  hand  of  the  builder,  and  when,  stand- 
ing forth  in  its  grand  proportions,  it  will  challenge 
the  praise  of  succeeding  generations,  that  which 
will  most  win  the  admiration  of  the  Christian  ob- 
server will  be  not  its  beautiful  architecture,  nor  yet 
the  talent  and  industry  which  reared  it,  but  the 
motto   which    will  surmount   its  portals,    Ad  majo- 
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rem  Dei gloriam.  What  will  it  avail  the  founders  of 
this  Institute  in  the  last  day  to  lay  stone  upon 
stone  until  a  most  noble  edifice  is  erected,  if  their 
work  has  not  been  "  for  the  greater  glory  of  God  "? 
Of  what  use  will  it  be  to  a  woman  to  store  up  virtue 
upon  virtue,  knowledge  upon  knowledge,  if  when 
the  fabric  is  completed  she  does  not  place  on  its 
front  Ad  majorem  Dei  gloriam?  When  we  were 
children  we  thought  and  acted  as  children,  but  now 
that  we  are  children  no  longer  we  must  be  prepared 
to  act  as  women.  Let  our  intellect  point  out  the 
right,  our  heart  embrace  it,  and  thus  we  shall  never 
become  useless  members  of  society  and  we  shall 
never  forget  the  unobtrusive  nature  of  our  duties. 
Let  us  look  upon  all  vanity,  self-seeking,  and  pride 
as  sources  of  sorrow  and  shame,  and  let  us  resolve 
to  walk  in  the  good  old  paths  of  loving,  dutiful  sub- 
mission, modesty,  and  reserve  ;  and  as  we  glance  back 
upon  the  historic  page  let  the  example  of  those 
women  who,  like  the  flowers  of  the  forest,  while 
endeavoring  to  hide  themselves  from  view,  spread 
around  them  the  odor  of  their  good  works  urge  us 
to  the  performance  of  the  like  virtues. 

We  are  now  about  to  leave  those  who  have  been 
our  companions,  and  those,  too,  who  have  been  ou:r 
guides  during  this  important  period  of  our  life. 
While  speaking  the  parting  words  let  no  unmeaning 
sentence  or    fine-spun  phrases  escape    our  lips  but 
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only  the  simple  words  of  our  Saxon  forefathers, 
"  God  be  with  you,"  accompanied  by  a  solemn 
promise  that  in  the  last  day.  even  as  now,  when 
stone  is  laid  upon  stone  to  call  this  beautiful 
I  stitute  into  existence,  so  will  we  respond  to  the 
blast  of  the  archangel's  trumpet  and,  ranging  our- 
selves on  the  Great  Right  Hand,  be  the  grand 
reality  of  which  this  noble  edifice  is  only  the  type — 
the  life-work  of  these  Sisters  of  Providence  in- 
scribed by  them — 

•  AD    MAJOREM    DEI    GLORIAM." 


LA  PENSIEROSAS  TOUR:  AX  ALLEGORY. 

La  Pexsier osa  Visits  the  Vale  of  Attextiox. 

Emporium  of  Memory. 
Provixce  of  Judgmext. 
Metropolis  of  Reas ■:  x. 
Heights  of  Imagixatiox. 
Regiox  of  Abstractiox. 
Empire  of  Certainty. 
Realm  of  Order. 
Domaix  of  Morals. 
Shrine  of  Faith. 

IXTRODUCTIOX. 

Respected  Audience:— Knowing  how  tedious 
school-girl  essays  are  generally  considered,  we 
selected  an  Allegory  as  an  appropriate  means  of  ren- 
dering our  topics  in  a  brief  manner.  La  Pensierosa 
represents  a  thoughtful  mind   making  a  reflex  tour 
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through  its  own  mental  powers.  The  mind  is  one  ; 
yet  its  faculties  and  powers  are  so  many  and  so 
varied  that  it  is  difficult  to  form  a  clear  and  correct 
arrangement  of  them.  We  therefore  cannot  be 
sure  in  any  division  we  make  that  we  do  not  include 
under  a  common  name  operations  essentially  differ- 
ent, or  assign  distinct  places  and  offices  to  powers 
essential!}'  the  same.  We  endeavored,  however,  to 
choose  the  happy  medium  by  selecting  the  most 
ordinary  faculties  and  states  of  the  mind.  We  must 
also  remark  that,  to  insure  brevity,  we  have  omitted 
many  personifications  which  would  make  our  little 
exercise  more  interesting,  but,  by  consequence,  more 
lengthy. 

LA   PEXSIEROSA  VISITS    THE    VALE     OF    ATTENTION. 

It  was  a  delightful  morning  in  the  golden  month 
of  September.  A  youthful  maiden,  over  whom 
eighteen  summers  had  cast  their  rosy  freshness,  stood 
equipped  for  an  extended  tour.  Intelligence  beamed 
from  her  thoughtful  eves  :  and  as  there  is  nothing  ^o 
fascinating  to  a  young  mind  as  travelling,  anticipated 
happiness  shone  from  every  feature.  A  stranger  on 
beholding  her  would  involuntarily  ask:  ''Who  is 
she?"  for  her  whole  bearing  carried  with  it  an  irre- 
sistible charm.  When  she  looked,  it  was  a  ray  oi 
light :  when  she  spoke,  it  was  a  strain  of  music  : 
when  she  smiled,  it  was  the  opening  of  the  gate  of 
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Paradise.  "Who  is  she  ?"  might  well  be  asked,  as 
the  answer  involves  a  problem  over  which  the  stu- 
dent may  ponder  long  and  wonder  much.  Since  the 
very  beginning  of  the  human  race,  all  the  powers  of 
man  have  been  concentrated  on  the  study  of  this 
maiden's  character.  Her  name  is  La  Pensierosa ;  she 
was  born  in  a  paradise  of  surpassing  loveliness;  and 
another  of  celestial  splendor  and  eternal  duration 
awaits  her,  if  she  happily  pass  the  probationary  period 
of  her  existence.  Linked  to  endless  ages  by  immor- 
tality of  spirit,  and  allied  to  the  Deity  by  origin  and 
destiny,  she  is  the  brightest  intelligence  of  this  beau- 
tiful sphere  ;  the  masterpiece  of  Him  Who  conceived 
the  flaming  sun,  and  bade  it  shine  forth  a  full  realiza- 
tion of  His  conceptions ;  Who  measured  the  just 
proportions  and  laid  the  architrave  of  hemispheres 
and  continents  ;  Who  bade  the  imperial  ocean  seek 
its  channel ;  Who  reared  the  mountain  and  sunk  the 
valley;  Who  planted  every  law  and  every  element 
of  nature  in  its  proper  place.  Such  is  La  Pensierosa, 
such  her  origin,  such  her  destiny.  Created  with  an 
insatiable  thirst  for  knowledge,  we  now  behold  her 
casting  her  far-seeing  eye  towards  that  country  called 
by  Pythagoras  "  the  land  wherein  are  taught  things 
divine  and  human."  She  has  already  visited  many 
literary  and  scientific  departments  ;  but  as  the  idea 
of  education  is  as  many-sided  as  human  nature, 
and   as   limitless   as   the  capacities  of  the  soul,  she 
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enters  the  vast  domain  of  Philosophy,  the  effusive 
source  of  evidence  and  truth,  with  a  view  to  the 
satisfaction  of  her  longings,  the  solution  of  her  prob- 
lems, the  realization  of  her  aspirations.  Here  she 
finds  herself  surrounded  by  scenes  which  call  up  the 
early  and  exalted  days  of  human  knowledge.  The 
sky  bending  above  her  is  the  same  that  attracted  the 
gaze  of  ancient  sages.  The  mountains  sleeping  in 
the  dim  blue  distance  are  fruitful  in  bright,  heroic 
pictures.  The  rivers  encircling  this  mighty  continent 
murmur  a  song  of  everlasting  praise  to  names  of 
everlasting  renown.  The  soil  teems  with  classic 
memories.  The  very  air  is  redolent  of  a  hallowed 
antiquity.  The  freshness  of  the  morning  is  upon 
the  whole.  La  Pensierosa  has  reached  the  enchant- 
ing vale  of  Attention — the  portal,  as  it  were,  to  the 
glorious  country  of  Philosophy.  The  songs  of  joy- 
ous birds  ;  the  hum  of  myriad  insects  drinking  the 
sunbeams  as  they  weave  and  unweave  their  mazy 
dance ;  the  purling  brook  and  fragrant  flowers,  ren- 
der the  vale  one  of  enchantment. 

While  La  Pensierosa  is  admiring  the  beauty  of  the 
whole  collected  scene,  a  very  attractive  personage 
approaches,  saying  :  "  Welcome,  my  child,  to  this  vale 
of  delight,  where  every  flower  conveys  beautiful 
sentiments,  every  breeze  whispers  golden  truths, 
and  every  ray  of  sunshine  gives  messages  of  love  and 
hope  and  promise.     Here  you  will  '  find  tongues  in 
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trees,  books  in  the  running  brooks,  sermons  in  stones, 
and  good  in  everything.'  (Shakespeare.)  My  name 
is  Attention,  and  I  shall  take  pleasure  in  explaining 
my  mission  to  you,  as  it  will  aid  you  in  making  a 
beneficial  tour  through  Philosophy.  My  office  is  to 
direct  the  mind  to  particular  things,  as  this  is  neces- 
sary to  acquire  the  art  of  thinking  correctly.  Per- 
sons often  see  objects  without  giving  them  any  par- 
ticular heed  ;  therefore  they  are  incapable  of  forming 
a  just  estimate  of  them.  In  this  state  their  minds 
are,  as  it  were,  outside  of  themselves,  which  gives 
the  very  pernicious  habit  of  listless  inactivity.  Now, 
if  you  wish  to  acquire  correct  ideas,  cultivate  the 
power  of  directing  your  mind  intensely  to  whatever 
comes  before  it.  This  is  the  foundation  of  a  sound 
intellectual  character.  There  are  many  instances 
where  this  ability  has  been  possessed  in  so  high  a 
degree  as  to  be  worthy  of  notice.  You  will  find  re- 
corded in  my  archives  the  names  of  men  who 
could  investigate  the  most  complicated  problems 
amidst  every  variety  of  disturbance.  They  acquired 
this  wonderful  capability  by  directing  their  whole 
mental  energy  to  every  duty.  Now,  as  an  illustra- 
tion of  the  benefits  derived  from  close  observation, 
let  us  glance  at  some  of  those  stones  at  the  base  of 
the  hill :  many  of  them  appear  dull  and  insignificant ; 
but  if  examined  they  will  be  found  very  precious. 
This  one  you  would  pass  unheeded,  but  when  pol- 
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ishcd  it  will  be  of  the  same  value  as  the  diamond 
which  adorns  my  crown."  Then,  taking  a  rose,  At- 
tention remarked  :  "  Scientifically  I  might  give  you 
much  knowledge  concerning  this  flower;  but  I  shall 
merely  mention  a  moral  circumstance  which  renders 
it  a  striking  emblem  of  earthly  pleasure.  Whilst  its 
odorous  breath  is  floating  on  the  summer  gale,  and 
its  blushing  cheek  half  hidden  among  its  sheltering 
leaves,  touch  but  the  stem  and  you  will  be  pierced 
with  its  protecting  thorn  ;  this  real  or  ideal  mingling 
of  pain  and  pleasure  affords  a  never-ending  theme 
to  those  moralists  who  are  best  acquainted  with  the 
inevitable  blending  of  clouds  and  sunshine,  hope 
and  fear,  weal  and  woe,  in  human  life. 

"  Now,  through  my  lens,  glance  at  this  speck  of 
mouldiness,  and  you  will  behold  a  forest  of  mush- 
rooms. In  the  same  manner  look  at  the  dust  that 
covers  the  gaudy  wing  of  this  butterfly,  and  you  will 
find  perfectly  shaped  feathers.  In  this  drop  of 
water  you  will  observe  millions  of  living  beings 
beautifully  formed,  and  swimming  with  the  same 
wanton  vivacity  as  fish  in  the  midst  of  the  ocean. 
I  might  turn  your  gaze  to  other  objects  which  would 
strike  you  with  awe  and  amazement,  but  that  will 
not  be  necessary,  as  you  have  already  traversed  all 
the  physical  sciences.  I  shall  therefore  refer  to 
more  philosophic  facts.  When  a  person  makes  the 
discovery  of  an  object,  a  fact,  or  a  law,  it  is  not  be- 
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cause  he  possesses  powers  of  intellect  and  organs  of 
sensation  superior  to  ordinary  endowments  of  hu- 
manity, but  because  he  directs  his  observation  to 
that  particular  thing.  You  have  probably  read  the 
very  amusing  and  instructive  dialogue  entitled 
4  Eyes  and  No  Eyes.'  If,  therefore,  you  wish  your 
travels  to  be  beneficial,  you  must  give  everything 
sufiicient  notice.  There  must  be  no  leap  or  hiatus 
in  your  conclusions ;  and,  above  all,  beware  of  hasty 
generalization — it  invariably  leads  to  error.  De- 
fective induction  gives  rise  to  faulty  deduction. 

"  If  you  wish  to  discover  truth,  and  that  is  the  ob- 
ject you  seek,  examine  carefully  every  word  and 
argument.  It  is  not  sufficient  to  store  the  mind 
with  new  ideas  ;  it  is  a  matter  of  equal  importance 
to  impart  to  all  the  mental  powers  a  suitable  dis- 
cipline, to  exercise  those  that  are  strong,  to  strengthen 
those  that  are  weak,  and  to  maintain  among  all  of 
them  a  proper  equilibrium.  Thorough  examination 
of  subjects  is  a  training  up  of  the  mind  in  both 
these  respects.  It  furnishes  the  mind  with  that 
species  of  knov/ledge  which  is  most  valuable,  be- 
cause it  is  unmixed  with  error ;  and,  moreover,  it 
gives  a  strength  and  consistency  to  the  whole  struct- 
ure of  the  intellect.  Whereas  when  the  mind  is 
long  left  at  liberty  to  wander  from  object  to  object 
without  being  called  to  account  and  subjected  to 
salutary  rules,  it  loses  the  ability  to  dwell  upon  the 
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subjects  of  its  thought ;  and  when  this  power  is  once 
lost  there  is  but  little  ground  to  expect  any  solid 
attainments.  The  excellence  of  knowledge  con- 
sidered merely  in  the  light  of  its  being  suited  to  the 
intellectual  nature  of  man,  and  as  the  appropriate 
incentive  and  reward  of  intellectual  activity,  ought 
to  be  frequently  impressed  upon  the  mind.  To  a 
young  man  who  said,  '  I  have  solved  this  problem 
in  order  to  have  a  place  in  the  Academy,'  d'Alem- 
bert  replied,  '  With  such  disposition  you  will  never 
earn  one.'  Knowledge  must  be  loved  for  its  own 
sake  and  not  for  the  advantage  to  be  derived.  The 
love  of  truth  is  the  most  powerful  incentive  to  in- 
vestigation. Now,  my  dear,  if  you  wish  to  find  Lady 
Attention  again,  seek  her  not  under  one  particular 
form,  for  she  assumes  thousands ;  nor  search  for  her 
in  one  particular  place,  for  she  may  be  found  every- 
where. She  is  involved  in  the  exercise  of  all  the 
specific  mental  faculties.  Unlike  Consciousness,  she 
is  not  confined  to  a  distinct  department  of  science, 
but  is  subsidiary  to  all.  And  though  she  originates 
nothing,  puts  the  mind  in  possession  of  no  new 
truth,  has  no  distinct  field  and  province  of  her  own, 
yet  without  her  the  other  powers  would  be  of  no 
avail" 
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LA   PENSIEROSA   VISITS   THE   EMPORIUM   OF 
MEMORY. 

"  Remembrance  and  reflection,  how  allied! 
What  thin  partitions  thought  from  sense  divide ! " 

The  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun  were  forming  an 
amethystine  twilight  when  La  Pensierosa  arrived  at 
the  great  Emporium  of  Memory.  The  tree-tops 
and  the  clouds  were  deepening,  and  the  lingering 
rays,  with  their  convex  gleams,  were  gilding  the 
mountain-peaks,  forming  a  succession  of  those  beauti- 
ful pictures  which  baffle  the  brush  of  the  artist  and 
the  pen  of  the  poet.  Our  gentle  tourist  would  fain 
have  paused  to  admire  these  scenes  ;  but  as  night 
was  approaching,  she  proceeded  to  the  Palace  of 
Memory.  The  gracious  queen  received  her  very 
cordially,  promising  every  aid  necessary  to  make  her 
tour  pleasant  as  well  as  profitable.  Memory's  voice, 
deep,  clear,  and  soothing,  like  some  sweet,  beguiling 
melody,  so  delighted  La  Pensierosa  that  she  ex- 
claimed : 

"  Blest  Memory,  thou  first,  best  friend  that  Heaven  assigns 
below, 
To  soothe  and  sweeten  all  the  cares  we  know, 
What  softened  views  thy  magic  glass  reveals 
When  o'er  the  landscape  Time's  meek  twilight  steals." 

"  Ah !  it  is  of  my  power  you  wish  me  to  speak," 
said  Memory.     "  The  great  charm  of  my  domain  is 
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that  nothing  is  ever  forgotten,  nothing  ever  lost. 
My  subjects  possess  minds  retentive,  susceptible,  and 
ready.  Therefore  impressions  made  upon  them, 
even  by  local  circumstances,  are  of  so  deep  and  dura- 
ble  a  nature  as  to  outlive  all  the  accidents  of  chance 
and  change  which  will  occur  in  after-life.  But,  as 
you  have  just  learned,  Attention  is  the  cause  ;  the 
more  study  and  thought  persons  give  to  objects,  the 
more  deeply  impressed  the  remembrance  will  be. 
History  teems  with  illustrations  of  this  fact.  Adrian 
after  once  reading  a  book  could  repeat  its  contents 
verbatim.  Cyrus  knew  the  names  of  every  one  of 
his  millions  of  soldiers.  Themistocles  could  call  by 
name  each  one  of  the  twenty  thousand  citizens  of 
Athens.  Hortensius  could  sit  all  day  at  auction, 
and  in  the  evening  give  an  exact  account,  from 
memory,  of  everything  sold,  price  and  purchaser. 
A  young  Corsican  could  repeat,  without  hesitation, 
thirty-six  thousand  names,  after  once  hearing  thern  ; 
first  in  the  order  in  which  he  heard  them,  and  then 
backwards.  This  remarkable  strength  of  memory 
was  due  to  attention.  But  I  shall  now  introduce 
you  to  my  handmaid  Association,  as  she  carries  the 
keys  to  my  storehouse. 

Memory  and  Association  now  conducted  La  Pen- 
sierosa  through  their  magnificent  temple.  As  they 
approached  one  part  of  the  building,  Memory  said  : 
"  This  venerable  edifice,   claiming  an  origin  coeval 
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with  the  world,  stands  out  in  bold  relief,  as  the  eye- 
witness of  each  successive  age  which  has  rolled  by 
since  the  majestic  decree,  i  Let  there  be  light/  re- 
verberated throughout  the  yet  unformed  universe." 
They  then  opened  a  ponderous  door  and  entered  a 
hall  of  vast  dimensions.  Time,  the  giant  chronicler 
who,  though  himself  always  young,  imparts  age  to 
everything  around  him,  occupied  an  elevated  seat. 
Veracity  with  a  microscope  and  Justice  with  scales 
of  unerring  precision  were  standing  beside  him  in 
capacity  of  prime  assistants,  their  duty  being  to 
examine  into  the  verity  of  each  event  inscribed  in 
the  archives  of  this  temple. 

Pictures  of  all  ages,  of  all  empires,  were  there. 
Every  excellence  was  presented — sublimity  of  geniu?, 
delicacy  of  taste,  solidity  of  judgment,  valor  in  con- 
quest, and  ability  in  government.  There  La  Pen- 
sierosa  beheld  man  first  dwelling  in  a  "  garden  of 
delights ; "  then  bent  with  shame  and  confusion, 
"  earning  his  bread  in  the  sweat  of  his  brow ; " 
farther  on,  the  Ark  peacefully  sailing  over  a  sub- 
merged world  ;  and,  in  close  proximity,  the  Tower 
of  Babel — that  monument  of  man's  folly.  There  she 
beheld  Homer  invading  the  heathen's  Elysium ; 
Euripides,  Sophocles,  Virgil,  Juvenal,  etc.,  dwelling 
upon  all  the  chords  of  the  human  heart  that  were 
known  to  respond  to  the  invocation  of  genius. 
There  she  beheld  the  eloquent  Cicero  immortalizing 
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the  Forum  ;  Demosthenes  filling  the  world  with  the 
majestic  music  of  the  Grecian  tongue  ;  Lycurgus  and 
Solon  inscribing  their  laws,  as  they  imagined,  for 
endless  durability;  Justinian  preparing  his  pandects 
for  universal  application  ;  Sylla  and  Marius,  Pompey 
and  Caesar,  writing  their  names  with  swords  high 
upon  the  walls  of  fame ;  Socrates,  Aristotle,  Plato, 
and  their  disciples,  philosophizing  and  laying  down 
laboriously-wrought  rules  of  moral  conduct  and  men- 
tal progress ;  Francis  Bacon  startling  the  world  by 
launching  his  Novum  Organum  upon  the  tide  of 
time ;  Newton  with  philosophic  wand  rolling  back 
the  curtains  of  the  universe,  and  exposing  the  great 
Arcana  of  its  mysteries  to  the  gaze  of  men.  But 
why  continue  repeating?  Suffice  it  to  say  that  every 
art,  every  science,  every  event  was  there,  and  all 
exhibited  the  providence  of  God  from  the  very  be- 
ginning displaying  itself  in  the  course  of  human 
events. 

La  Pensierosa  was  so  overwhelmed  with  delight 
that  she  exclaimed : 

"  Hail,  Memory,  hail !     In  thy  exhaustless  mine 
From  age  to  age  unnumbered  treasures  shine ; 
Thought  and  her  shadowy  brood  thy  call  obey, 
And  place  and  time  are  subject  to  thy  sway." 

Association  then  stepped  forward,  illustrating  her 
particular  office  in  the  following  manner :  "  The 
human  mind  is  susceptible  of  new  changes,  not  for- 
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tuitous,  but  governed  by  laws ;  hence  the  mere  name 
of  Egypt  suggests  the  Nile,  the  pyramids,  the  follies 
and  misfortunes  of  Cleopatra  ;  the  mention  of  Greece 
recalls  the  'Hill  of  Mars,'  the  <  Vale  of  Tempe,' 
and  the  '  olive-shades  of  Academus  ; '  the  American 
Revolution  immediately  brings  recollections  of  Wash- 
ington, Franklin,  and  their  associates — all  this  is  due 
to  my  respective  powers.  When  my  hands  sweep 
the  golden  strings  of  the  mind  a  symphony  of  a 
mighty  past  is  heard.  If  Scotland's  plaided  soldier 
finds  pleasure  in  his  bagpipe,  as  he  chants  his  slogan 
of  victory ;  if  the  son  of  the  mountainland,  Tell, 
yet  disdains  the  cap  of  Gessler,  as  he  winds  through 
his  mellow  horn  with  patriotic  pride  his  '  Rang-des- 
vaches  ; '  if  the  thistle  of  Caledonia  is  reverenced  as 
it  waves  upon  the  verge  of  Ben  Lomond  or  casts  its 
shadows  on  the  Clyde  ;  if  the  red  cross  of  St.  George 
has  its  staff  over  the  Palace  of  St.  James  upheld  by* 
the  British  Lion  ;  if  the  Ottoman  bows  before  the 
crescent  with  an  Eastern  devotion  as  it  floats  over 
the  Bosphorus  and  around  the  Golden  Horn  ;  if  the 
young  eagles  are  fledged  under  the  fleur-de-lis, — it  is 
because  of  Association. 

"*  Lulled  in  the  countless  chambers  of  the  brain, 
The  thoughts  are  linked  by  many  a  hidden  chain  ; 
Awake  but  one,  and  lo  !  what  myriads  rise ! 
Each  stamps  its  image  as  the  other  flies.'  " 
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"Now,"  said  Memory,  "  that  we  have  conducted 
you  through  our  emporium,  it  is  proper  for  us  to 
remark  that  you  carry  within  your  own  mind  a  tem- 
ple similar  to  the  one  you  have  to-day  visited." 
"  Then,"  said  La  Pensierosa,  "  what  a  vast  body  we 
must  make  the  mind — wherein  are  men,  beasts, 
trees,  towns,  seas,  and  lands."  "And  yet,  '  said 
Memory,  " '  each  thing  a  proper  place  doth  find,  and 
each  thing  in  true  proportion  stands.'  (Davies.) 
The  moral  lesson  of  the  facts  we  have  just  presented 
to  you  is  obvious.  If  every  impression  made  upon 
the  mind  is  to  remain  upon  it  forever,  if  the  soul  be 
a  tablet  from  which  nothing  once  written  can  ever 
be  erased,  how  great  is  the  importance  of  obtaining 
that  knowledge  which  will  be  a  source  of  joy  in  after- 
life. 

"  Go  now,  my  dear  child,  into  silence  ;  divest  your- 
self of  all  pretence  and  selfishness.  Lift  off  thought 
after  thought,  until  you  reach  the  utmost  depths  of 
all — remember  how  short  a  time  and  you  were  not ; 
how  short  a  time  and  you  will  not  be  as  you  now 
are ;  then  look  upon  the  night — mark  how  still  its 
breath,  how  solemn  its  march,  how  ancient  its  forms 
of  light,  and  it  will  be  strange  if  you  do  not  see  the 
Eternal  Presence  as  close  upon  your  breast  as  the 
breeze  upon  your  brow.  Then  resolve  to  act  in 
such  a  manner  that  your  recollections  maybe  cheer- 
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ing  and  pleasant,  because  the  power  of  reminiscence 
slumbers  but  does  not  die. 

"  '  Each  fainter  trace  that  memory  holds, 
So  darkly  of  departed  years, 
In  one  broad  glance  the  soul  beholds, 
And  all  that  was  again  appears.'  " 


LA   PENSIEROSA   VISITS     THE     PROVINCE    OF    JUDG- 
MENT. 

'•  Knowledge  is  the  treasure,  but  Judgment  the  treasurer 
of  a  wise  man." — William  Penn. 

The  golden  words  of  Memory  had  scarcely  ceased 
reverberating  when  La  Pensierosa  was  ushered  into 
the  Province  of  Judgment. 

Very  fair  was  the  landscape  presented  to  view. 
Fields  of  golden  grain  ;  beech  woods ;  softly  undu- 
lating hills  ;  fertile  valleys ;  a  sea  of  shining  silver  in 
the  far  distance — all  contributed  to  enhance  the 
scene.  Judgment  appeared  :  tall,  commanding,  with 
a  face  fitter  to  be  carved  in  marble  than  limned  on 
canvas  ;  yet  affable  and  winning  withal. 

"  You  have  come  to  my  dominion,"  said  this  grave 
Ruler,  "  to  gain  more  perfect  knowledge  than  Simple 
Apprehension  can  give  you  ;  but  no  power  of  mine 
will  be  of  any  avail  without  facts  upon  which  your 
decisions  may  be  formed.  Occasionally  we  behold 
some  gigantic  warrior,  careless  of  discipline,  untu- 
tored in  tactics,  and  despising  evolutions,  rush  boldly 
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into  the  battle  and  spread  destruction  and  terror  for 
a  time.  But  such  instances  are  rare,  and  the  influ- 
ence is  transient.  Therefore  assiduous  investiga- 
tions of  a  clear,  calm,  and  cautious  mind  are  alone 
worthy  of  examination.  The  human  intellect  is  so 
constituted  that  when  it  perceives  different  objects 
together  their  natural  relations  are  immediately  felt ; 
they  are  considered  like  or  unlike,  equal  or  unequal. 
Looking  at  the  flowers  in  the  field,  one  is  termed 
fairer  than  another.  Listening  to  different  voices, 
one  is  said  to  be  louder  than  another.  Tasting  the 
various  fruits  of  the  earth,  one  flavor  is  pronounced 
more  agreeable  than  another.  The  difference  be- 
tween a  square  and  a  circle,  a  triangle  and  a  paral- 
lelogram, between  the  river  and  rude  cliff  overhang- 
ing it,  the  tree  and  the  turf  from  which  it  springs,  is 
immediately  recognized.  The  proportion  that  three 
is  to  nine  that  nine  is  to  twenty-seven,  and  the  idea 
of  possession — that  this  object  is  mine,  that  yours, 
the  other  hers — are  easily  perceived.  Now,  all  these 
differences  of  brightness,  sound,  taste,  form,  etc., 
could  never  be  known  without  the  power  of  perceiv- 
ing relations,  the  number  of  which  is  so  very  great 
that  it  is  difficult  to  reduce  them  to  classes.  The 
most  ordinary,  however,  are  Identity  and  Diversity, 
Degree,  Proportion,  Place,  Possession,  and  Cause 
and  Effect.  The  last,  viz.,  the  relation  of  cause  and 
effect,  is  embodied  in  everything  which  exists,  be- 
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cause  all  things  in  nature  have  been  placed  in  certain 
relations  which  are  fixed  and  uniform.  Therefore  to 
deny  that  every  effect  must  have  a  cause  is  simply 
preposterous,  and  can  only  be  done  by  a  person  des- 
titute of  my  influence.  We  are  told  of  a  would-be 
philosopher  who  denied  causation  :  he  asserted  that 
this  world  is  under  the  supervision  of  Nature,  and 
that  man  is  the  only  supreme  being;  consequently 
the  act  of  creating  seemed  to  lie  within  his  own 
sphere.  He  spent  years  in  endeavoring  to  acquire 
an  idea  which  would  serve  as  a  starting-point  to  his 
theory.  After  many  vain  terrestrial  experiments  he 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  a  pair  of  wings  would 
enable  him  to  remove  the  mystery  that  shrouded  his 
project.  Accordingly,  with  a  bird's  wing  for  a  model 
he  set  about  forming  a  pair  for  himself.  Observing 
him  at  this  task,  I  asked  why  he  resorted  to  the  wing 
for  a  pattern  when  his  own  kindred  had  in  the  first 
place  planned  not  only  the  mechanism  of  the  wings 
but  the  entire  bodies  of  the  feathered  tribe,  and 
those  of  other  creatures  much  more  complicated,  as, 
for  instance,  himself.  Surely  the  race  of  man  must 
be  going  back  in  the  scale  of  intelligence  instead  of 
ascending  by  ancestral  experience.  But  he,  pretend- 
ing to  be  very  busy,  evaded  my  question.  After 
hearing  of  his  attempt  to  scale  the  ethereal  heights 
I  called  again,  and  found  him  still  contending  for  his 
views.     He  said  he  was  confident  that  the  requisite 
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knowledge  could  be  gained  were  he  allowed  to  re- 
main longer  in  the  upper  regions. 

"'  But  why  did  you  not  allow  yourself  this  privi- 
lege, since  you  are  a  ruler  of  the  elements  ? '  I  asked. 
'  Certainly  it  would  have  been  greatly  to  your  inter- 
est on  this  occasion.'  But  again  evading  the  ques- 
tion, he  commenced  proving  another  idea  which  had 
just  dawned  upon  his  fertile  mind.  Poor  man  I  his 
form  was  bent  with  the  marks  of  age,  and  a  general 
indication  of  neglect  characterized  his  entire  person. 
He  had  labored  hard  and  gained  nothing. 

"  You  probably  doubt  the  reality  of  this  character ; 
but  unfortunately  there  are  thousands  around  you 
similar  to  the  one  I  have  described.  Their  lack  of 
common-sense  may  not  be  so  apparent,  but  it  is  none 
the  less  real.  They  carry  their  investigations  of 
matter  to  the  farthest  extent ;  they  seek  to  penetrate 
all  the  mysteries  of  nature.  Bending  over  their 
glowing  furnaces,  surrounded  by  retorts  and  cruci- 
bles, they  interrogate  matter  and  demand  the  mys- 
tery of  its  essence.  They  pursue  it  from  form  to 
form,  decompose  it  in  a  thousand  different  ways,  in 
order  to  wring  from  it  the  secret  of  life.  The  prob- 
lem is  formidable  ;  and  in  the  kingdom  of  the  blind 
the  one-eyed  is  king.  So  in  this  dominion.  Lost  in 
their  vain  searches,  they  little  suspect  that  the  final 
word  in  all  science  is  this  judgment:  'The  essence 
of  matter  is  immaterial/     With  '  Eritis  sicut  Deo'  as 
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their  motto,  they  fail  to  acknowledge  the  First  Great 
Cause,  the  only  Originator  of  creation.  Like  Ar- 
chimedes, who  only  required  a  lever  and  fulcrum  to 
raise  the  earth,  and  finished  by  leaving  the  earth  in 
its  place  for  want  of  either,  so  these  poor  laborers 
leave  their  problem  as  formidable  as  they  found  it. 
They  would  fain  rob  man  of  the  glorious  distinction 
which  was  imprinted  on  his  soul  the  day  of  his  crea- 
tion ;  they  would  naturalize  him  by  making  him 
spring  from  the  sea,  through  the  lineage  of  polyps, 
oysters,  insects,  reptiles,  birds,  etc.  Botany,  chem- 
istry, and  all  the  natural  sciences  are  of  service  in  the 
analysis  of  soils,  the  rotation  of  crops,  and  the  ap- 
plication of  mechanical  laws.  But  mental  science 
has,  in  such  application,  no  such  practical  results;  its 
dwelling-place  and  sphere  of  action  lie  far  removed 
from  the  ordinary  observation  of  mankind.  It  has 
no  splendid  cabinets  or  museums  to  throw  open  to 
the  gaze  of  the  multitude.  It  cannot  illustrate  by 
curious  instruments  or  nice  experiments  the  wonder- 
ful laws  of  association,  the  subtile  changes  and  the 
swift  flashes  of  wit  and  fancy,  the  impulse  of  desire, 
the  curious  play  of  volition,  the  unexplained  mystery 
of  thought,  the  lights  and  shadows  that  come  and 
go  upon  the  field  of  consciousness.  Nor  are  there 
yet  brilliant  discoveries  to  be  made,  or  splendid  re- 
wards to  be  gained,  by  the  votaries  of  this  science. 
Four  or  five  new  metals  have  been  discovered,  says 
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Sidney  Smith,  within  as  many  years ;  but  no  man 
pretends  to  discover  four  or  five  new  passions.  An 
age  of  action  is  seldom  found  to  be  an  age  of  judg- 
ment. Elements  are  subdued,  mountains  levelled, 
but  there  seems  to  be  no  time  to  trace  effects  to 
their  causes. 

"  The  creations  of  art  are  wonderful  ;  but  the  mind 
that  can  conceive  them  is  more  wonderful,  more  to 
be  admired,  and,  by  consequence,  more  to  be  traced 
to  a  Supreme  Author.  This  is  the  specific  orifice  of 
judgment,  and  this  the  human  mind  naturally  craves. 
Man  seeks  in  nature  a  hidden  sympathy.  The 
quickened  beatings  of  his  heart,  the  restless  currents 
of  his  mind,  make  for  themselves  a  reflex  image  in 
the  forces  of  the  sea  and  sky. 

"  He  must  therefore  look  beyond  him  to  a  higher 
Source,  the  Stupendous  Force  upon  which  all 
depends." 

LA  PENSIEROSA  VISITS  THE  METROPOLIS  OF  REASON. 

"  He  that  is  of  Reason's  skill  bereft, 

And  wants  the  staff  of  Wisdom  him  to  stay, 
Is  like  a  ship  in  the  midst  of  tempest  left 
Without  a  helm  to  guide  the  way." 

It  was  a  dark,  dismal  day  in  autumn.  Murky 
clouds  cast  a  heavy  gloom  over  nature.  The  wind 
blew  mournfully,  heaving  an   occasional  sigh   which 
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caused  La  Pensierosa's  heart  to  palpitate  apprehen- 
sively. Her  other  visits  had  been  delightful ;  and 
now  that  she  was  en  route  to  the  Grand  Metropolis 
why  was  she  not  all  joy,  all  gladness?  She  had 
heard  of  many  dangers,  such  as  yawning  precipices 
and  engulfing  whirlpools,  in  the  land  of  Reason, 
and  therefore  her  courage  failed.  But  Perseverance 
stepped  forward  and  said :  "  Why  this  hesitation  ? 
It  ill  becomes  a  tourist  of  the  majestic  realm  of 
Philosophy.  Press  on,  and  soon  a  golden  splendor 
will  cover  the  now  murky  sky,  and  beauty  and 
calm  and  peace  will  reign  around  thee." 

La  Pensierosa  was  reassured.  As  she  neared  the 
Metropolis  she  was  met  by  Language,  who  thus 
addressed  her :  "  My  duty  is  to  instruct  persons 
how  to  express  their  ideas  correctly,  as  the  least 
impropriety  in  this  respect  often  proves  very  dis- 
astrous. Speech  is  the  deliverer  of  the  imprisoned 
soul :  it  leads  the  thoughts  and  emotions  into  light 
and  liberty.  Words,  reaching  from  the  speaker's 
tongue  to  the  listener's  ear,  are  the  links  of  that 
electric  chain  upon  which  thought  flies  from  mind 
to  mind,  and  feeling  from  heart  to  heart.  There- 
fore weigh  your  words  with  care,  because  you  will 
meet  many  cunning  interpreters  who  will  endeavor 
to  ensnare  you.  Say  just  what  you  mean,  nothing 
more,  nothing  less ;  and  your  visit  to  the  Metropolis 
of  Reason  will  be  pleasant  as  well  as  beneficial." 
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With  these  few  words  of  advice  Language  dis- 
appeared, leaving  our  tourist  near  a  magnificent 
mansion  which  she  thought  must  be  the  Palace  of 
Reason.  She  therefore  ascended  the  steps,  and  was 
soon  introduced  to  the  royal  mistress,  who  was 
seated  in  her  boudoir,  a  circular  apartment  so  filled 
with  curiosities  of  all  nations  and  ages  that  it  might 
be  styled  an  exhibition  of  superfluities.  But  they 
were  gorgeous  beyond  description  :  urns,  groups  in 
porcelain,  mirrors,  perfumes,  and  the  most  elegant 
carpets  and  tapestries  and  curtains. 

La  Pensierosa  was  fascinated;  she  had  never  seen 
such  grandeur.  At  this  juncture  a  voice  whispered  : 
"  Beware,  my  dear  ;  remember  the  lessons  you  re- 
ceived in  the  Vale  of  Attention."  Just  then  a  bell 
rang  and  seven  lads  in  gay  attire  entered,  each  one 
apparently  anxious  to  relate  his  exploits,  as  they 
were  all  active  subordinates  in  the  service  of  her 
Majesty.  Their  names  were  as  curious  to  La  Pen- 
sierosa as  their  mission  appeared  to  be.  They  were 
called  Equivocation,  Composition  and  Division, 
Fallacia  accidentis,  Dictum  simpliciter  et  secundum 
quid,  Ignoratio  Elenchi,  Petitio  principii,  "Non  causa 
pro  causa. 

Some  of  them  invariably  established  points 
foreign  to  the  question,  whilst  the  others  begged, 
evaded,  or  ignored  the  question.  For  example, 
when    asked    why  we  can  see  through  glass,  they 
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answered  :  "  Because  it  is  transparent ;"  and  when 
asked  why  it  is  transparent,  answered:  "  Because  we 
can  see  through  it."  Again,  some  of  them,  unwilling 
to  be  thought  ignorant,  always  assigned  false  causes 
for  everything.  One  of  them  by  reasoning  thus, 
"  Labor  overcomes  all  things.  What  man  has  done, 
man  can  do  ;  therefore  you  can  write  dramas  equal 
to  Shakespeare's,"  caused  a  poor  boy  to  ruin  his 
health  by  his  efforts  to  equal  the  Bard  of  Avon. 
To  a  person  who  defines  common  salt  to  be  chloride 
of  sodium,  they  would  say :  "  Some  salt  is  not  some 
chloride  of  sodium,  because  the  common  salt  in  this 
saltcellar  is  not  the  chloride  of  sodium  in  that."  A 
judgment  of  this  kind  is  spurious  upon  two  grounds: 
it  denies  nothing,  and  it  decides  nothing.  They  all 
talked  much  of  "Aura  Popularis,"  the  popular 
breeze  they  were  creating. 

La  Pensierosa  began  to  suspect  that  they  were 
vain  pretenders  ;  and  knowing  that  "  ignorance  is  a 
blank  sheet  upon  which  one  may  write,  whilst  error 
is  a  scribbled  one,  impossible  to  erase,"  she  deter- 
mined to  leave  lest  she  be  entangled  in  a  web  of 
their  sophistry.  But  she  had  scarcely  left  the 
palace  when  she  encountered  an  army  headed  by  a 
general  named  "  Doubt."  He  had  a  double  face, 
one  forward  looking  and  the  other  backward  bent. 
She  was  in  a  dilemma.  Afraid  to  advance,  afraid 
to  recede,  she  stood  in  an  agony  of  suspense.     But, 
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fortunately,  Lady  Attention  came  to  her  rescue, 
saying:  "My  child,  your  trouble  has  come  from 
non-observation.  If  you  had  examined  the  mansion 
carefully,  and  listened  attentively  to  the  words  of 
the  mistress  and  her  courtiers,  you  would  have 
known  immediately  where  you  were.  Remember 
the  lessons  you  received  on  starting  out.  Come, 
now  the  danger  is  passed." 

The  evening  star  arose  out  of  the  ethereal  depths 
like  an  important  hope  after  earth's  apparent  de- 
spair. Then  the  moon  sailed  upward  and  made  an 
enchanting  night,  and  as  it  rose  the  blue  sky  drew 
back  like  the  folds  of  a  curtain,  leaving  a  pathway  of 
mellow  light  all  around.  La  Pensierosa  continued 
her  journey  till  she  came  to  a  large  edifice,  and 
though  it  had  none  of  the  adornments  on  which  her 
eyes  had  feasted,  yet  its  peaceful  cupolas  and  ve- 
randas were  inviting  ;  the  sprays  of  the  crystal  foun- 
tains glistened  in  the  soft  moonlight,  and  the  air  was 
laden  with  the  perfume  of  a  thousand  flowers.  Here 
she  was  cordially  received  by  Lady  Syllogism,  to 
whom  she  related  the  adventures  of  the  evening. 
"Ah,  my  dear,"  said  the  lady,  "you  have  been  visiting 
Empress  Sophism,  my  most  bitter  enemy.  It  will 
now  become  my  pleasant  duty  to  show  you  the 
falsity  of  all  you  have  seen  or  heard.  Lady  Sophism 
is  a  flattering,  ostentatious  imposter  who  under- 
mines the  morals  of  her  pupils  and  encourages  them 


1 96   A  BRIEF  HISTOR  Y  OF  ST.  MAR  Y'S  INSTITUTE,    . 

in  unscrupulous  and  ambitious  dealings.  Her  sub- 
jects reason  as  follows:  'A  good  teacher  thoroughly 
understands  her  subject ;  Lady  Sophism  understands 
her  subject  ;  Therefore  Lady  Sophism  is  a  good 
teacher.'  They  forget  that  the  middle  term  is  false- 
ly distributed." 

Lady  Syllogism  then  exposed  in  a  concise  but 
luminous  manner  the  weakness  of  language  stated 
in  loose  and  figurative  words.  The  chief  subordi- 
nates of  Lady  Syllogism  are  Sorites,  whose  discourse 
consists  of  a  series  of  propositions  so  arranged  that 
the  predicate  of  each  preceding  proposition  forms  the 
subject  of  that  which  follows,  and  so  on  till  the  last 
concluding  proposition,  which  unites  its  predicate  to 
the  subject  of  the  first ;  Enthymeme,  whose  ar- 
guments consist  of  but  one  premise  and  a  conclusion, 
the  other  being  suppressed  as  too  obvious  to  need 
insertion  ;  Epicherema,  who  explains  each  proposi- 
tion ;  and  Dilemma,  of  whom  every  one  is  afraid. 

La  Pensierosa  was  then  introduced  to  the  Sov- 
ereign Reason,  who  gave  her  the  followinginformation: 
"  Language  has  already  told  you  that  the  correct 
use  of  words  is  indispensably  necessary  to  correct 
reasoning.  By  frequently  examining  the  judgments 
and  conclusions,  and  comparing  them  with  those 
rules  of  procedure  which  lead  to  certain  results,  per- 
sons insensibly  acquire  the  habit  of  conducting  their 
intellectual  processes  with  accuracy ;  and  they  also 
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acquire  a  facility  in  detecting  the  false  deductions  of 
others.  But  before  attempting  to  explore  the  land 
of  Philosophy  you  must  confine  yourself  to  the  study 
of  the  science  of  Reasoning.  Here  the  proposition 
is  the  link  ;  the  syllogism,  the  chain.  All  reasoning 
involves  judgment  ;  but  all  judgment  is  not  reason- 
oning  :  judging  is  recognizing  the  congruence  or  in- 
congruence of  two  objects  of  thought.  Reasoning 
is  deriving  one  judgment  from  other  judgments. 
Judgment  is  essentially  synthetic  ;  reasoning,  essen- 
tially analytic — the  former  combines,the  latter  decides. 
The  great  remedy  for  error  is  extensive  observation 
and  the  comparison  of  particulars.  The  realities  of 
life  will  correct  many  of  the  delusions  of  sophists. 
When  the  cloak  of  Cincinnatus  is  flung  upon  the 
shoulders  of  Washington  the  coldness  of  affected 
Philosophy  will  thaw  in  the  glow  of  that  current 
which  diffuses  life  and  heat  through  the  fame  of  the 
patriot. 

"  It  is  not  so  easy  to  give  a  demonstration  of  the 
mode  in  which  ardor  is  excited  as  it  is  to  prove  that 
excitement  itself  exists.  The  principle  upon  which 
the  human  mind  is  formed,  the  springs  of  action, 
and  the  workings  of  the  human  heart,  are  alike  im- 
pervious to  observation  ;  there  is  only  one  eye  in  the 
universe  to  which  they  are  clearly  discernible,  and 
the  distance  between  its  strength  and  man's  weak- 
ness is  simply  infinite. 
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'•  You  will  soon  enter  the  arena  of  discussion,  and 
you  must  prepare,  that  you  may  be  able  to  refute 
the  errors  of  the  partisan.  The  sophist  will  say  that 
"honesty  is  the  best  policy  ;"  but  Reason  proves 
that  he  who  acts  on  that  principle  is  not  an  honest 
man.  Again,  you  will  be  told  that  many  who  pass 
through  the  Metropolis  of  Reason  lose  their  faith  ; 
but  no  argument  can  be  drawn  from  the  abuse  of  a 
thing  against  its  use.  Another  will  say  of  some 
particular  person:  '  Aut  insanit  homo ;  aut  versus 
facit.'  The  man  is  either  mad  or  he  is  making 
verses,  which,  to  whomever  it  be  applied,  leaves  a 
wide  medium  of  escape.  Again,  how  many  real 
things  have  been  compared  to  the  philosopher's  stone, 
which  is  as  great  a  nonentity  to-day  as  when  the 
alchemists  first  started  out  in  their  vain  search  for  it. 
Beware  of  all  these  false  expressions.  It  is  fashion- 
able to  decry  almost  the  whole  class  of  those  men 
whom  the  civilized  world  during  ages  has  regarded 
as  learned  :  men  who  have  never  read  a  page  of  their 
works  have  passed  judgment  upon  them  ;  persons 
who  do  not  understand  their  language  have  fur- 
nished essays  upon  their  demerits.  Those  who  know 
nothing  of  the  peculiarities  of  their  situation,  the 
circumstances  of  the  nations  in  which  they  lived,  the 
genius  of  their  age,  or  the  objects  they  had  in  view, 
condemn  them.  The  inconsistency  of  this  is  too 
apparent  to  need  comment.     The  reasoning  faculty, 
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well  used,  serves  to  enrich  the  mind  with  correct 
ideas  of  matter  and  things.  This  power  sustains  the 
higher  office  of  bringing  into  light  the  great  princi- 
ples and  hidden  truths  of  nature.  It  reveals  to  the 
inquisitive  mind  a  multitude  of  fruitful  and  compre- 
hensive views  which  could  not  be  otherwise  obtained, 
and  invests  men  and  nature  and  events  with  a  new 
character." 

The  clouds  have  passed  away,  the  sky  is  clear 
and  bright,  and  La  Pensierosa  now  begins  to  realize 
that  "  no  pleasure  is  comparable  to  the  standing 
upon  the  vantage-ground  of  truth — a  hill  not  to  be 
commanded  and  where  the  air  is  always  clear  and 
serene — and  to  see  the  errors  and  wanderings  and 
mists  and  tempests  in  the  vale  below." 

LA   PENSIEROSA   VISITS  THE   HEIGHTS   OF   IMAGINA- 
TION. 

Within  the  bounds  of  psychologic  thought 
A  fertile  land  of  wondrous  beauty  lies  : 
The  wearied  sight  is  rested  by  its  charms, 
The  anxious  heart  is  calmed,  the  taste  refined  : 
It  is  Imagination's  far-famed  realm, 
Where  blithe,  enticing  Fancy  reigns  as  queen. 
All  decked  in  fascination's  airy  robe, 
She  lured  La  Pensierosa  on  to  heights 
Where  bright  perennial  bloom  was  ever  worn; 
Where  poets  at  the  shrine  of  Genius  fed 
The  flame  divine  which  vivified  their  words  , 
Where  all  the  secret  doors  of  hidden  thought 
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With  mystic  keys  by  Fancy  were  unlocked. 

The  sweet,  smooth  harmony  of  numbers  clear 

Vibrated  through  the  realm  with  ceaseless  flow  : 

Of  earthly  arts  this  seemed  the  most  sublime, 

And  was  the  breathing,  the  expression  pure, 

Of  something  higher,  nobler  than  of  time. 

Fair  Fancy  lit  the  heights  of  poesy 

As  sunbeams  flash  along  the  mountain-top 

And  light  in  early  morn  the  shadowed  world. 

The  graceful  figures  robed  as  charming  nymphs 

La  Pensierosa  met  upon  her  way. 

By  them  the  art  of  language  was  enriched, 

The  style  of  rhythmic  numbers  dignified  ; 

They  dwelt  near  by  a  rippling  river  clear, 

That  flowed  throughout  the  land  from  side  to  side. 

Not  far  away  from  this,,  and  towards  the  East, 

The  elevated  and  majestic  mount 

Of  Epic  Verse  so  towered  above  the  fields 

That  earth  and  floating  clouds  united  seemed. 

And  on  these  elevated  points  there  dwelt 

The  noble  characters  of  thoughts  sublime, 

Who  raised  the  mind  to  higher  spheres  than  earth, 

Where  mortal  man  with  spirits  oft  conversed. 

Grand  temples  were  erected  here  and  there, 

To  names  which  ornament  the  classic  page, 

And  on  the  thrilling  waves  of  Romance  bright, 

That  rose  and  fell  in  waving  lines  below, 

Were  woven  strange,  exciting  tales  of  life. 

Near  by  appeared  a  glen  in  deepest  gloom, 

From  which  the  face  ol  Tragedy  looked  forth, 

And  cast  a  weirdly  glance  on  all  around  : 

Sublime,  indeed,  were  scenes  her  genius  formed. 

But  their  results  were  sad  catastrophes 

Which  horrified  our  thoughtlul  maiden  by 

Their  dark,  mysterious  gloom  and  awful  dread. 
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And  great  was  her  relief  and  glad  surprise 

When  joyous  Comedy  she  saw  near  by. 

A  tiny  elf  of  coyest  laughing  mien 

Was  brilliant  Wit,  who  flashed  from  out  the  shade, 

Then  disappeared  in  dense  obscurity; 

And  Conversation  donned  a  sprightly  dress 

When  she  assisted  in  the  play  of  words. 

Refreshing  Humor  by  his  jests  amused, 

Relating  with  a  mirthful  air  the  faults, 

The  foibles  and  conceits  of  Character. 

The  mocking  voice  of  taunting  Ridicule, 

Disguised  at  first,  attacked  the  passers-by, 

But  soon  was  felt  as  scathing  irony. 

Then  came  the  Labyrinth  of  Reverie, 

A  path  which  led  to  deep,  obscure  ravines, 

Then  quickly  'mong  the  thickets  disappeared  ; 

And  here  was  found  no  method  of  escape, 

Till  grasping  tight  the  thread  of  Common  Sense 

That  hung  suspended  through  this  winding  place. 

These  Heights  to  fair  La  Pensierosa's  eyes 

Now  donned  another  form,  another  dress  : 

The  fields  of  Poetry,  like  happy  dreams, 

Were  quickly  left,  in  distance,  far  behind  ; 

The  artist  now,  on  canvas,  wrought  the  forms 

Of  flowers  and  trees  and  creatures  bright  and  fair, 

And  with  the  harmony  of  colors  blent 

He  touched  within  the  heart  a  tender  chord. 

And  here  the  block  of  marble  rough  was  cut 

And  chiselled,  till  beneath  the  skilful  hand 

A  figure  graceful,  wondrous  fair  looked  forth, 

As  if  'twould  speak,  so  life-like  it  appeared. 

To  all  the  ancient  masters  skilled  in  art, 

Upon  the  sunlight  of  whose  inborn  power 

Shine  forth  the  joys  of  Genius,  gift  divine, 

Erected  were  grand  temples  to  their  names. 
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But  list !  a  melody  of  cadence  sweet, 

The  voice  of  Music,  echoed  clear,  then  died 

In  silence,  but  quickly  recommenced 

In  more  enchanting  strains  than  heard  before, 

As  if  angelic  hands  had  swept  the  strings — 

Had  called  forth  chords  of  richest  harmony, 

Which  were  like  clouds  of  incense  borne  above 

In  adoration  to  the  throne  of  God. 

The  sweet  accord  of  chiming  bells  rang  out 

As  if  a  spirit  moved  within  their  tongues. 

La  Ponsierosa  stood  like  one  enchained, 

And  listening  to  the  charming  sounds  forgot 

That  such  a  realm  as  painting  ne'er  had  been ; 

Yet  she  its  outer  limits  just  had  crossed. 

Fair  Music  oped  with  gentle  magic  hand 

The  secret  hoarded  treasures  of  the  soul, 

And  carried  thought  to  more  ideal  worlds. 

With  plaintive  airs  she  melted  now  to  tears; 

Again,  with  joyous  tones  she  won  a  smile ; 

By  hymns  she  turned  from  evil  paths  a  soul. 

So  like  bright  Nature's  sounds  were  Music's  songs 

That  one  unto  the  other  seemed  transformed. 

In  her  grand  symphonies  she  sometimes  placed 

The  gentle  breezes  passing  'mongthe  leaves; 

The  sheeted  water-fall,  the  laughing  brook  ; 

Again  the  different  voices  of  the  sea, 

Or  winds  so  terrifying,  that  they  seemed 

The  shrieks  of  wandering  spirits'  wild  despair. 

But  now  Reality  appears  and  calls 

Our  tourist  to  descend  these  magic  Heights. 

Regretfully  she  cries  :    "  Must  I  depart 

From  fair  Imagination's  lovely  home? 

To  gather  knowledge  from  her  realms  of  Art 

Would  be  my  sole  delight  and  only  aim. 

Before  her  friends  she  holds  ideal  scenes 
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Too  lofty  far  for  mortals  to  attain  ; 

But  still  they  lead  to  better,  nobler  lives, 

Though  like  the  silver  clouds  they  float  away, 

Are  ever  high  beyond  the  longing  grasp. 

And  some  do  sternly  all  her  acts  condemn ; 

But  he  who'd  cast  her  from  the  soul  of  man 

Must  first  destroy  the  living  principle 

Which  is  the  link  'twixt  earth  and  heaven  high." 

"  'Tis  true,  my  child,"  Reality  replies, 

"That  Fancy's  Heights  contain  the  fruitful  source 

Of  man's  improvement  and  of  man's  renown. 

'Tis  true  her  scenes  possess  ideal  forms, 

And  beauties  new  she  ever  does  create ; 

But  all  her  pictured  scenes  and  aids  to  art 

Are  only  perfect  and  correct  when  Taste 

And  Reason  guide  her  upward,  onward  flight; 

But  oft  from  their  restraint  she  slips  away, 

And,  led  by  heated  Ardor's  transient  dreams, 

Commits  the  wildest  errors,  faults  absurd  ; 

Or  else  she  only  looks  at  darkened  scenes, 

Till  all  that's  lovely  wears  a  sombre  hue, 

And  sinks  in  Melancholy's  heavy  gloom." 

"  Then  I  must  leave,"  La  Pensierosa  said. 

"  Farewell !  but  not  for  aye — I  shall  return." 

And  echoes  answered — echoes  till  the  words 

On  zephyr  wings  were  sweetly  borne  away. 

LA  PENSIEROSA  VISITS    THE    REGION   OF    ABSTRAC- 
TION. 

The  dull,  foggy  days  of  late  autumn  had  set  in 
— those  days  when  sleet  and  rain  struggle  in  the 
atmosphere — and  spread  a  misty  veil  over  the 
earth  as  La  Pensierosa  entered  the  Region  of  Ab- 
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straction.  Fancy,  whose  harmonious  breath  had 
hushed  the  suspended  soul,  did  not  vanish  on  that 
account,  but  rather  assumed  a  fresh  aspect  and  a 
new  life.  Sad  and  gloomy  as  was  the  scene,  there 
was  a  sweet  music  in  the  voice  of  the  rude  winds  as 
they  waved  the  boughs  of  the  trees  and  deprived 
them  of  their  last  vestige  of  verdure. 

La  Pensierosa  was  not  discouraged ;  she  had 
learned  long  before  that  in  life  smooth  places 
roughen  and  tame  places  become  wild  ;  and  above 
all,  she  did  not  seek  pleasure  nor  beauty  in  the 
Region  of  Abstraction.  But  she  was  bewildered, 
a  heavy  mist  clouded  her  view.  Surrounded  by 
sights  and  sounds  of  a  material  world,  it  is  difficult 
to  disentangle  ourselves  from  the  impressions  earth 
makes  upon  us.  We  are  forced,  as  it  were,  to  measure 
things  by  others  which  we  do  not  understand. 

Abstraction  is,  at  first,  a  word  to  us — nothing 
more.  If  we  speak  of  it  in  common  language  we 
convey  false  ideas ;  if  we  use  high-sounding  epithets 
and  deal  in  superlatives  a  sense  of  unreality  comes 
upon  our  hearers.  Time  alone  enables  us  to  realize 
an  abstraction.  It  is  easy,  therefore,  to  understand 
La  Pensierosa's  feelings  as  she  entered  this  new 
country.  Everything  was  strange,  everything  mys- 
terious ;  but  she  travelled  on,  till  she  arrived  at 
the  leading  edifice,  where  she  was  introduced  to 
Lady  Abstraction,   the  most  ethereal  creature  she 
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had  ever  beheld.  To  describe  her  would  be 
simply  impossible.  Her  mission  seemed  the  most 
comprehensive,  her  work  the  most  difficult  and 
varied  of  any  ruler  in  the  world  of  Philosophy. 
Standing  alone  in  the  desolate  kingdom  of  ice  and 
snow,  at  the  poles,  or  amidst  the  boundless  wealth 
of  the  tropics,  under  the  torrid  sun  of  the  equator 
or  under  the  palm  groves  of  the  islands  of  the  sea, 
Lady  Abstraction  weighs  the  ambient  air,  measures 
the  distances  of  the  stars,  classes  every  blade  of  grass 
and  tiny  floweret  of  the  field. 

From  gross  matter  she  abstracts  the  forms, 

And  draws  a  kind  of  quintessence  from  things, 
Which,  to  her  proper  nature,  she  transforms 

To  bear  them  light  on  her  celestial  wings. 
This  she  does  when  from  things  particular 

She  abstracts  the  universal  kinds, 
Which  bodiless  and  immaterial  are 

And  can  only  be  lodged  within  our  minds. 

She  lives  among  the  stars  as  an  observer,  where 
movements  of  the  heavenly  bodies  are  as  the  activi- 
ties of  life.  To  watch,  to  discover,  to  verify  is  her  voca- 
tion. Again  she  lives  among  the  strata  of  the  earth, 
or  dwells  in  secret  laboratories  of  matter,  or  becomes 
the  companion  of  animals  and  reigns  as  queen 
among  beasts,  birds,  and  reptiles.  These  worlds  are 
imaginary,  yet  real — real  because  of  the  substantial 
truth  and   practical   utility  of  them  ;  imaginary  be- 
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cause  of  the  exclusive  enthusiasm  with  which  they 
are  dwelt  upon,  and  the  breath  of  responsible  life 
which  is  consumed.  And  in  these  many  worlds, 
while  one  philosopher  lays  stress  on  the  concrete  in- 
dividualities, another  esteems  only  abstract  types. 

But  we  must  return  to  La  Pensierosa  and  Lady 
Abstraction,  who  are  now  in  familiar  conversation. 
"  While  you  are  travelling  through  my  country," 
said  the  ruler  of  this  region  to  the  tourist,  "  you  must 
not  seize  upon  everything  at  once,  but  take  one 
part  or  quantity  and  examine  it  closely ;  then  you 
will  find  the  mists  dispersing,  the  clouds  breaking. 
Many  consider  abstractions  as  cold  and  passionless. 
Despising  the  measuring  and  calculating,  they  seek 
a  royal  road  to  Geometry.  Roots  and  squares, 
lines  and  angles  and  curves,  color  and  form  and 
motion  float  before  them  in  a  mazy  dance,  which, 
instead  of  enlightening,  confuses  and  disturbs  the 
intellect.  They  gaze  with  admiration  upon  the 
phenomena  of  light  with  its  brilliant  iridescence,  but 
it  is  only  Lady  Abstraction  who  can  tell  them  that 
every  hue  is  caused  by  a  different  angle  or  refrac- 
tion. They  are  charmed  with  the  shining  host  mov- 
ing in  solemn  procession  through  the  halls  of  the 
sky,  but  it  is  only  Abstraction  who  will  teach  them 
facts  concerning  parallaxes,  anomalies,  and  preces- 
sions of  conic  sections.  And  here  let  me  remark 
that  it  is  not  within  the  power  of  man  to  frame  a 
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perfect  mathematical  figure.  They  may  call  it  per- 
fect, but  the  microscope  will  reveal  unevenness, 
ruggedness,  or  deformity  of  some  kind.  It  is  only 
Abstraction  who  can  speak  truly  of  perfect  figures 
or  forms.  But  as  it  is  not  to  the  science  of  numbers 
you  wish  to  be  confined,  I  shall  introduce  you  to  my 
Five  Predicables,  who  will  be  your  guides  through 
the  difficult  journey  you  are  taking  ;  all  the  arts  and 
sciences  depend  upon  them  for  their  classification, 
and  they  give  all  those  general  notions  which,  though 
existing  only  in  the  mind,  are  founded  upon  the 
actual  properties  of  being.  Genus,  the  first,  claims 
all  things,  but  Species,  taking  Difference  for  his  help- 
mate, divides  the  kingdom  into  parts,  governed 
directly  by  Attribute.  Accident,  though  considered 
of  so  little  consequence  that  her  presence  in  or 
absence  from  the  objects  makes  little  difference, 
gives  that  variety  which  pleases  the  human  eye. 
What  would  the  earth  and  the  objects  on  the  earth 
be  without  color,  form,  or  motion?  What  would 
the  sun  be  without  its  dazzling  brightness  circulating 
around  the  horizon  ;  the  stars  without  their  flashing, 
sparkling,  and  twinkling  ;  the  glorious  aurora  borealis 
spanning  the  purple  sky  without  its  arch  of  coruscat- 
ing beams,  now  advancing  now  receding,  like  angelic 
watchers,  now  shooting  forth  spears  of  white  light 
with  rustling  whisper,  and  now  unfurling  a  broad 
flag  of  crimson  flame  ?    What  would  water  be  without 
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fluidity;    flowers    without    fragrance;    life   without 
power?     Indeed,  Abstraction  gives 

"  '  The  limpid  and  sparkling  sheen 

That  appears  to  our  rapturous  vision 
Like  unto  a  fairy  scene.'  " 

As  they  proceeded  La  Pensierosa  remarked : 
44  We  must  make  haste,  as  time  is  passing."  "  Time !" 
said  Abstraction.  "  What  is  time  ?  Some  say  it  is 
but  a  hand's  breadth,  a  vapor  in  the  air,  and  a  short- 
lived, fading  flower;  but,  philosophically,  it  is  dura- 
tion, which  means  something  to  endure."  At  this 
juncture  showers  of  golden  fire,  crowded  with  light- 
ning, sped  through  the  realms  of  space.  It  wTas  a 
scene  that  looked  to  be  one  of  the  wild,  terrific 
power  of  ruin  rather  than  creation,  only  that  on 
closer  examination  there  was  such  order,  such  har- 
mony, that  it  was  amazing  to  behold.  It  was  all  so 
ponderous  yet  all  so  light,  so  multiplied  yet  so 
simple,  that  La  Pensierosa  was  awe-stricken,  and, 
turning  to  Lady  Abstraction,  said  :  "Tell  me,  please, 
where  do  all  those  orbs  find  room  ?"  "  In  space," 
answered  the  Lady,  44  which,  boundless  as  it  is, 
belongs  to  my  dominions  ;  space  is  an  infinite 
extension,  the  room  for  the  universe.  By  the 
rational  mind  it  is  apprehended  as  a  reality, 
independent  and  absolute ;  were  all  bodies  swept 
from  existence  there  would  still  be  space  ;  it  would 
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stretch  forth  in  all  directions,  on,  forever  on,  an 
infinite  abyss.  You  may  have  a  clear  idea  of  place, 
but  you  will  never  be  able  to  form  a  correct  idea  of 
the  position  of  the  universe.  If  it  were  possible 
for  you  to  know  all  worlds  and  things  at  once,  to 
comprehend  at  a  glance  the  numberless  systems 
which  traverse  infinite  space,  you  could  not  assert 
with  all  that  knowledge  that  the  mighty  stellular 
world  is  here  or  there  or  elsewhere.  There  are 
truths,  my  dear  child,  before  which  the  human  mind 
feels  itself  humiliated  and  perplexed — truths  which 
it  contemplates  with  awe,  because  it  comprehends 
their  existence  and  necessity,  but  without  the  hope 
of  ever  in  this  life  understanding  the  reality :  such 
are  those  of  the  infinity  of  space  and  eternity  of 
duration.  Impossible  to  define,  for  all  definition 
only  darkens  the  first  idea  of  them,  yet  realities 
beyond  the  possibility  of  doubt,  which  command 
and  rule  :  thousand  of  millions  joined  to  thousand 
of  millions  express  nothing — will  take  you  no  nearer 
a  limit  than  if  you  remained  in  the  same  place. 
When  you  speak  of  ascending  or  descending  you 
use  false  expressions,  for  in  space  there  is  no  above, 
no  below ;  these  words  have  only  an  acceptation 
relative  to  the  terrestrial  surface  on  which  you  live. 
Now,  my  fair  tourist,  as  we  perceived  the  shadow 
to  have  moved  along  the  dial  but  did  not  observe 
it  moving,  the  grass  to  have  grown  but  did  not  see 
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it  grow,  so  the  advances  you  have  made  in  knowl- 
edge, consisting  of  an  insensible  accumulation,  can 
only  be  measured  by  your  new  views  upon  the 
various  subjects  in  life.  You  have  seen  how  ab- 
stractions 

"  '  Mount  to  man's  imperial  race,' 
and  yet 

"  '  No  body  can  at  once  two  torms  admit 
Except  the  one  the  other  do  efface  ; 

But  in  the  mind  ten  thousand  forms  do  sit, 
And  none  intrude  into  her  neighbor's  place. 

All  things  received  do  such  proportions  take 
As  those  things  wherein  they  are  received  ; 

So  little  glasses  little  faces  make, 
And  narrow  webs  on  narrow  frames  are  weaved.' ' 

La  Pensierosa  now  began  to  realize  that  she  had 
been  constantly  calculating  time  without  being  able 
to  define  it,  existing  in  space  without  comprehend- 
ing it.  New  ideas  dawned  upon  her,  new  aspira- 
tions filled  her  soul ;  yet  she  was  surrounded  by  an 
inexhaustible  profusion  of  beauty  and  sweetness, 
and  it  was  a  marvel  to  her  how  everything  in  the 
past  had  assumed  so  dull  an  aspect,  while  now,  hav- 
ing found  but  deeper  mysteries  and  higher  truths, 
everything  seemed  clear  and  distinct ;  for  she  now 
saw  the  divine  impress  of  an  Almighty's  hand  in 
everything,  from   the  tiny  flower  to    the   sublimest 
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abstract  truth.  As  the  day  was  advancing,  she  bade 
farewell  to  this  region,  prepared  to  appreciate  more 
fully  the  other  great  provinces  in  the  World  of 
Philosophy. 

LA   PENSIEROSA  VISITS  THE  EMPIRE   OF  CERTAINTY. 

Leaving  the  Province  of  Abstraction,  La  Pensie- 
rosa  proceeded  towards  the  Empire  of  Certainty. 
<;  Surely,"  she  soliloquized,  "  my  tour  through  Phi- 
losophy is  almost  finished,  and  I  shall  soon  reach  the 
summit  to  which  I  aspire.  I  have  travelled  far  and 
endured  much  fatigue  ;  but  my  recompense  is  *  ex- 
ceeding great.'  I  have  gained  more  knowledge 
than  even  fanciful  Imagination  in  her  wildest  mo- 
ments ever  revealed  to  me.  I  am  no  longer  a  frivo- 
lous, unthinking  child,  but  a  being  whose  ideas  are 
becoming  broader  and  wider ;  whose  thoughts  are 
higher  and  deeper  ;  whose  powers  are  fully  awakened 
to  grapple  with  the  intricate  problems  of  life.  I 
am  now  ready  and  eager  to  explore  the  mysterious 
Empire  of  Certainty.  There  I  hope  to  satisfy  the 
intense  longings  which  fill  my  soul,  and  which  have 
spurred  me  on  in  my  toilsome  journey." 

At  this  point  she  saw  advancing  towards  her  a 
venerable  personage  clad  in  a  snowy  habit  ;  his  face 
shone  with  a  heavenly  radiance,  and  his  lips  wore 
an  angelic  smile.     Giving  her  a  look  of  encourage- 
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ment,  he  beckoned  her  to  follow.  "  Who  art  thou  ?" 
cried  La  Pensierosa,  "  and  whither  wouldst  thou 
lead  me  ?"  "  I  am  the  patron  of  Philosophy,  the 
lover  of  all  pure  souls  who  seek  the  Truth  ;  and  I 
have  come  myself  to  guide  you  through  this  intri- 
cate realm,  to  point  out  to  you  its  hidden  beauties 
and  guard  you  against  the  many  snares  and  pitfalls 
lying  in  your  path."  "Ah,  now  I  know  thee  !  and 
I  most  humbly  and  willingly  follow ;  for  though 
Plato  is  my  friend,  Socrates  my  friend,  Truth  is  still 
more  my  friend." 

As  they  proceeded  on  their  way  La  Pensierosa 
listened  with  profound  attention  while  her  guide 
discoursed  upon  the  points  of  greatest  interest.  So 
enchanted  was  she  with  the  beauty  of  his  language, 
the  clearness  and  depth  of  his  ideas,  that  when  he 
called  her  attention  to  the  fact,  she  was  surprised  to 
find  herself  standing  on  an  elevated  plane  surrounded 
by  a  vast  and  varied  landscape,  a  picture  of  super- 
nal loveliness,  over  which  fell  the  shimmering  gold 
of  the  sunlight  like  God's  benediction.  She  turned 
a  questioning  look  upon  her  guide,  who  answered  : 
"  You  see  before  you  the  world  of  human  knowl- 
edge, through  which  you  have  passed.  When  a  per- 
son enters  the  Domain  of  Science  everything  is  mys- 
tery. He  advances,  guided  by  the  words  of  his 
master ;  he  hears  more  than  he  sees  ;  he  registers 
the  data  which  are  furnished  him  in  good  faith.     In- 
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sensibly  the  light  appears.  Isolated,  floated  frag- 
ments of  knowledge  approach,  unite,  and  consolidate. 
But  it  is  only  when  the  higher  plane  of  philosophy 
is  reached  that  he  can  appreciate  the  perfect  harmony 
of  the  scene.  He  then  sees  the  different  realms  of 
Nature  united  by  close  relationship,  the  sciences  of 
which  they  are  the  objects  mutually  borrowing  one 
another's  light  and  entering  on  one  another's  his- 
tories. If  it  were  given  him  to  know  the  identity  of 
.the  origin,  the  unity  of  the  end,  and  the  simplicity 
of  the  means,  he  would  come  into  the  possession  of 
the  true  transcendental  science,  in  which  everything 
is  represented  as  it  is.  But  in  the  present  life  there 
are  limitations  ;  therefore  he  must  rest  satisfied  with 
shadows  of  realities. 

"  Turn  now,  my  daughter,  and  let  us  explore  the 
Empire  of  Certainty,  as  all  pure  philosophic  ideas 
which  human  reason  can  conceive  of  God,  man,  and 
the  universe  are,  in  one  respect  or  another,  treated 
of  in  this  domain.  It  is  highly  important  to  acquire 
knowledge,  but  equally  important  to  learn  its 
boundaries,  within  the  limits  of  which  lie  those 
shoals  so  dreaded  by  skilful  navigators  ;  neither  is  it 
any  humiliation  to  the  understanding  to  find  limits 
to  its  researches." 

As  they  continued  their  course  the  scenery 
changed  rapidly.  The  aspect  became  at  each  step 
more  strange  and   startling,  which  caused  La  Pen- 
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sierosa  to  exclaim  :  "  A  moment  ago,  whilst  contem- 
plating the  edifice  of  human  knowledge,  I  grew 
proud  of  its  colossal  dimensions,  bold  constructions, 
and  beautiful  forms  ;  but  now  that  we  have  entered 
the  very  foundations  seem  to  be  subtilized,  the 
superb  structure  appears  to  be  floating  in  air.  I 
seem  to  be  treading  a  region  far  removed  from 
earth,  so  ethereal  is  everything  on  which  I  gaze." 

But  on  she  went  with  her  angelic  guide,  traversing 
the  empire,  learning  its  character  by  studying  the 
method  of  its  government,  and  judging  of  its  magnifi- 
cence by  the  splendor  of  its  dominion.  On  the  unfold- 
ing of  its  chronicles  she  discovered  her  own  place  in 
creation.  Her  guide,  congratulating  her  on  this 
inestimable  discovery,  added  :  "  Whatever  tends  to 
raise  the  mind  to  lofty  contemplation  contributes 
to  its  aggrandizement  by  reminding  it  of  its  noble 
origin  and  high  destiny.  It  is  only  intellect  that 
can  examine  itself.  The  stone  falls,  but  knows  not 
that  it  falls  ;  the  flower  blooms,  unconscious  of  its 
beauty  and  fragrance  ;  the  brute  follows  its  instincts 
but  asks  not  the  reason.  Man  alone  harbors  a 
spirit  which,  after  examining  the  external  world,  can 
enter  itself,  as  a  sanctuary,  and  become  its  own 
oracle." 

The  scenery  was  now  beginning  to  change.  The 
atmosphere  became  clearer  and  clearer  as  they 
neared  the  Palace  of  Certainty.    La  Pensierosa  found 
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the  Empress  all  and  more  than  she  imagined. 
Candor  and  simplicity  characterized  both  sovereign 
and  subject.  "  Certainty  is  a  happy  necessity. 
Nature  approves  it  and  philosophers  cannot  cast  it 
off.  Even  Pyrrho  belied  his  theory  by  getting  out 
of  the  way  of  a  falling  stone  ;  and  when  laughed  at 
by  the  by-standers  for  his  inconsistency,  he  merely 
said  :  '  It  is  very  hard  to  throw  off  human  nature 
entirely.'  But  it  is  more  particularly  of  the  dangers 
which  surround  this  Empire  that  I  would  speak. 
During  preceding  ages  powerful  foes  have  attacked 
the  Citadel  of  Certainty ;  but  they  have  thundered  at 
its  gates  in  vain.  To  our  left  lies  an  extensive  plain, 
so  completely  shrouded  in  mist  that  it  is  almost  im- 
possible for  the  eye  to  penetrate.  It  is  inhabited  by 
a  peculiar  class  of  philosophers,  who  boldly  deny  the 
existence  of  bodies  and  assert  that  everything  is 
ideal.  There  in  the  distance  lies  a  seemingly  de- 
lightful country  called  Pantheism,  where  every  sort 
of  enchantment  is  used  to  entice  travellers  ;  but  in 
the  centre  is  a  yawning  gulf  whose  dark  waves  roll 
over  the  poor  victims,  and  they  are  lost  forever  to 
the  light.  There  is  an  immense  amount  of  pan- 
theistic sentiment  floating  about  in  the  speculative 
thinking  of  the  present  day.  Multitudes  of  men  are 
puzzled  what  to  think  and  what  to  believe.  They 
do  not  like  to  face  the  fact  that  they  have  actually 
lost  faith  in  revelation  and  are  no  longer  relying  for 
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help  and  guidance  on  the  spirit  of  God,  but  on  the 
laws  of  nature ;  so  they  take  refuge  from  the  ab- 
horred aspect  of  the  naked  truth  in  a  cloud  of  rose- 
colored  poetical  phrases,  which,  if  they  mean  any- 
thing, mean  pantheism. 

"  Now  glance  at  that  elevated  height  yonder,  and 
you  will  behold  a  most  dangerous  sect,  whose  advo- 
cates refuse  everything  transcending  reason.  They 
make  reason  their  god,  and  decline  to  accept  any- 
thing higher  than  their  own  intellects ;  and  men 
who  would  shrink  from  being  called  atheists  or  in- 
fidels are  proud  of  the  title  rationalists.  Near  by  is 
a  broad  plain  inhabited  by  an  immense  number  of 
men  so  lost  in  the  maze  of  matter  that  they  refuse 
to  admit  the  existence  of  any  higher  principle. 
They  are  termed  materialists ;  and  one  objection 
they  bring  forward  against  the  spirituality  of  the 
soul  is,  that  mind  appears  to  grow  and  decay  with 
the  body.  If  the  body  be  young  and  weak,  or  old 
and  worn,  the  operations  of  the  soul  will  be  imper- 
fect. Deprive  Raphael  of  brush  and  canvas,  or 
Shakespeare  of  pen  and  paper,  and  how  could  the 
wonderful  genius  have  acted  !  The  same  is  true  of 
the  soul  in  the  body. 

"'  These  imperfections,  then,  we  must  impute, 
Not  to  the  agent,  but  to  the  instrument." 
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"  Let  me  also  add  : 

" '  How  can  the  mind  several  bodies  know 
If  in  herself  a  body's  form  she  bear? 
How  can  a  mirror  sundry  faces  show 
If  from  all  shapes  and  forms  it  be  not  clear? 
Nor  could  we  by  our  eyes  all  colors  learn, 
Except  our  eyes  were  of  all  colors  void. 

"'Mysterious  thought,  swift  angel  of  the  mind, 
By  space  unbounded,  though  by  space  confined ! 
How  dost  thou  glow  with  just  disdain,  how  scorn 
That  thought  could  ever  think  thee  earthly  born  ! 
Thou  who  canst  distance  motion  in  thy  flight 
Wing  with  aspiring  plume  the  wondrous  height.' 

"  But  it  is  singular  how  the  mind,  half  deceiving  it- 
self, listens  with  a  strange  pleasure  to  false  theories, 
and  then  is  lost  in  one  of  these  ethereal  whirlpools. 
In  all  this  there  is  a  transgression  against  the  hu- 
mility of  the  philosophic  character.  Hence  all  these 
troubles  arise  from  the  lack  of  that  cautious  and 
sober-minded  spirit  of  inquiry  which  leads  men  to 
cast  down  their  lofty  imaginations  and  bring  every 
thought  under  obedience  to  Truth." 

LA  PENSIEROSA  VISITS   THE   REALM   OF   ORDER. 

The  Realm  of  Order,  beautiful  and  calm, 
Stretched  out  before  La  Pensierosa  now. 
The  heaven's  sunlight  kissing  Nature  fair, 
The  perfumed  flowers  in  gay  profusion  spread 
'Midst  soothing  restful  green  of  turf  and  tree; 
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The  mountains  of  primeval  build,  which  break 
In  picturesque  ravines  and  yawning  clefts, 
Where  cascades  fall  in  snowy  foam  far  down  ; 
The  massive  forest,  dense  and  dark  and  deep, 
And  mighty  ocean  in  its  dread  expanse, 
And  myriad  gems  that  fill  the  mount  and  sea 
In  perfect  form  and  iridescence  bright; 
The  gliding  fish  with  hues  of  shade  and  sun 
Beneath  the  crystal  waters  sporting  free  ; 
The  graceful  birds  with  all  their  thousand  tints ; 
The  insect  small  and  mammoth  beast  of  field  ; 
And  seasons  in  their  bright  successive  turns, 
With  blooms  of  fruit  and  fields  of  golden  grain; 
And  sun  and  moon  and  million  heavenly  orbs, 
All  moving  in  a  boundless,  pathless  space, — 
Proclaim  in  loudest  terms  that  symmetry, 
Proportion,  and  perfection  are  in  all; 
That  every  bloom  and  every  ray  of  light, 
That  every  drop  of  dew,  and  flake  of  snow, 
That  cloud  and  rain  and  hail  and  ether  light, 
In  language  eloquent  assert  the  truth 
Of  perfect  order  and  design  in  all. 
La  Pensierosa  gazed  with  gladdened  eyes, 
Then  walked  in  silence,  musing  thoughtfully 
On  all  the  wonders  of  the  universe. 
"  Would  that  I  knew  more  of  those  countless  worlds  ! 
But  vain  to  undertake  deciphering  them. 
Imagination  stoops  far  down  beneath 
Their  giddy  summits,  nor  will  e'en  attempt 
To  scale  such  lofty  cliffs  of  golden  fire; 
And  even  Reason  falters  on  the  brink 
Of  that  great  ocean  of  immensity." 
Our  tourist  then,  beneath  the  evening  skies, 
Remained  in  silent  contemplation,  till 
Aurora,  wakened  by  the  circling  hours, 
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With  rosy  hands  unbarred  the  gates  of  light, 
And  ushered  in  the  sun  to  tell  'twas  day. 
Then  starting  out  her  journey  to  pursue, 
Queen  Order  greeted  her  in  kindest  tones, 
And  then  discoursed  in  language  grand,  sublime, 
On  those  stupendous  laws  and  principles 
Which  carry  us  to  countless  ages  back. 
And  show  with  clearest  light  of  evidence 
That  Order,  an  intrinsic  spirit  fair, 
Is  found  in  all  of  Nature's  vast  domain, 
And  makes  the  good,  the  beautiful,  and  true. 
"  But  now  we'll  turn  our  passing  glance  to  man 
In  all  his  glory  and  his  pride  of  strength. 
Is  not  his  body  wonderfully  made? 
Is  it  not  greatest  of  all  marvels  here  ? 
The  mystic  number  five  and  this  you'll  find 
Repeats  five  times  within  his  organism 
The  convolutions  of  his  busy  brain. 
And  all  throughout  his  complicated  frame 
There  runs  a  wonderful  duality, 
Where  series  of  equations  balance  each. 
Then  glance  at  all  his  varied  gifts  of  mind, 
And  here,  my  child,  are  good  materials 
For  thorough  study,  deep  and  active  thought ; 
And  know,  until  you  have  examined  well 
The  soul  of  man,  with  its  transcendent  powers, 
You  miss  the  best  of  philosophic  worlds 
And  fail  to  see  the  most  important  realm 
Which  God  has  granted  you  to  travel  through 
In  this  domain  or  immaterial  sphere  ; 
You  see  that  one  great  thing,  intelligence, 
The  constant  antecedent  in  the  mind  ; 
And  that  the  absence  of  that  quality 
Involves  the  corresponding  absence  of 
All  regular,  harmonious  sequence. 
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But  do  not  understand  that  idleness 

Within  the  intellect  is  best,  for  it 

Is  exercise  that  makes  it  fresh  and  strong. 

Man's  powers  are  great,  originally  great: 

Exert  them  now,  call  all  their  vigor  out; 

Let  Reason,  Judgment  send  conjectures  forth; 

Let  Fancy  fly  and  scale  her  lofty  heights 

To  analyze  and  reconstruct  the  one 

Unceasing  order  of  all  things.     Time's  work 

Is  ever  interesting,  ever  new, 

The  product  ever  fresh,  original. 

The  man  who  comprehends  the  order  of 

All  nature,  and  is  never  doubting  the 

Immutability  of  laws  divine, 

Must  of  necessity  bring  his  own  thoughts, 

In  some  degree,  into  accordance  with 

That  order,  and  submit  to  all  its  laws. 

God  gave  to  man  an  intellect,  a  heart, 

And  will.     The  character  is  different: 

It  is  that  higher,  intellectual, 

And  moral  texture  into  which  he  has 

His  whole  life  long  been  weaving  threads  of  acts, 

The  shuttle  ever  flying  back  and  forth 

Inside  the  great  machine-shop  of  the  heart ; 

But  'tis  the  will  that  throws  it  to  and  fro, 

And  if  this  power  consent  to  falsity 

The  character  disorderly  appears. 

The  mental  and  the  moral  nature  then 

Both  lose  their  primitive  or  normal  shape. 

But  beautiful  are  all  the  powers  of  man 

Attuned  to  Truth's  intrinsic  harmony. 

Then  deeds  of  courage,  patience,  justice,  love, 

And  all  the  heavenly  virtues  which  adorn 

And  perfect  human  nature  here  below 

In  happy  unison  would  all  combine 
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To  make  man's  life  re-echo  Order's  laws. 

Material  worlds  are  like  when  we  look  through 

The  deep,  pellucid  sea,  and  there  behold 

The  many-colored  pebbles  dancing  light 

While  catching  fast  the  sun-rays  gleaming  down. 

But  then  the  moral  world,  the  world  of  wills, 

Is  overcast,  and  skies  of  blue  turn  gray, 

And  rude  winds  ruffle  o'er  the  waves  of  peace. 

Yet  ever  here  in  perfect  harmony, 

And  an  imposing  majesty  of  law, 

All  full  of  revelations  of  that  life 

Of  unattended  peace,  which  God  above 

Implants  within  the  will  of  man  below. 

It  is  the  part  of  elevated  minds 

To  guide  the  will  unto  the  perfect  end, 

And  thus  to  have  that  peace  within  the  soul, 

That  blending  of  the  daily  thoughts  and  acts, 

Which  gives  a  harmony  with  every  good." 


LA   PENSIEROSA   VISITS    THE    DOMAIN    OF    MORALS. 

As  the  last  strains  of  soul-stirring  Order  were 
wafted  on  the  evening  breeze,  La  Pensierosa  entered 
the  beautiful  Domain  of  Morals.  "  Here,"  thought 
our  fair  tourist,  "  all  is  peace  and  harmony — the  reali- 
zation of  Plato's  dream,  the  veritable  Utopia  of  Sir 
Thomas  More.  Here  scenes  are  so  changeless  in 
aspect  that  Memory  does  not  err  in  always  presenting 
them  the  same ;  yet  so  changeful  that  Imagination 
may  exhibit  in  them  endless  variety.  Here  the  ele- 
vating and  sacred  precepts  of  Order  are  reduced  to 
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practice  ;  no  jarring  or  discordant  sounds  are  heard 
to  issue  from  the  various  spheres  of  well-regulated 
action."  But  as  she  was  thus  congratulating  herself 
Pleasure  warbled  a  song  of  invitation,  Ambition 
beckoned  from  her  golden  summit,  Fashion,  Fri- 
volity, and  Indolence  endeavored  to  entice. 

La  Pensierosa  paused,  apparently  on  the  point  of 
yielding;  but  Right,  a  firm  and  earnest  creature, 
whispered  the  warning  word  :  "  Fallcntis  scmita  vitce  " 
— The  deceitful  path  of  life.  Then,  turning  from  the 
danger,  she  was  ushered  into  the  presence  of  Duty, 
a  stately  personage,  whose  keen  eyes  seemed  to 
read  her  very  thoughts,  but  who,  laying  aside  her 
characteristic  gravity,  received  our  tourist  in  a  most 
affable  manner.  After  congratulating  her  on  having 
escaped  the  allurements  of  Pleasure,  she  spoke  as 
follows  : 

'•  It  is  in  the  heart  of  man  to  yield  to  Pleasure  or 
to  grasp  at  Power.  You  have  been  warned  against 
the  former ;  I  shall  therefore  speak  of  the  latter. 
Man  is  instinctively  impelled  towards  an  object  ca- 
pable of  satisfying  his  insatiable  desires.  With  this 
disposition  he  turns  to  Dominion.  But  the  earth 
and  the  sea,  and  all  that  in  them  dwells,  have  not 
been  able  to  fill  the  measure  of  his  ambition.  Alex- 
ander, who  followed  the  gilded  meteor  of  conquest 
through  all  the  domain  of  the  East,  and  then  paused 
upon  the  Indus  to  weep  because  the  limits  of  the 
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earth  were  smaller  than  his  imperial  desires,  Is  an 
excellent  illustration  of  that  love  of  power  which  is 
inherent  in  the  human  heart. 

"We  may  exhaust  ourselves  in  the  exploration  of 
past  ages  ;  we  may  ascend  the  stream  of  time  beyond 
the  Flood,  and  then  by  the  dim  twilight  of  Oriental 
history  scan  the  traces  of  ancient  conflicts  ;  or,  we  may 
take  a  stand  at  a  later  period,  with  the  clear  light  of 
civilization  streaming  around  us,  and  we  shall  ever  find 
that  a  crown  with  its  jewels,  a  sceptre,  and  a  robe  of 
royalty  have  ever  lured  the  mind  unchastened  by  the 
laws  of  Right,  and  that  ambition  is  the  one  great 
evil  to  be  contended  against  in  the  Dominion  of 
Morals — the  one  great  source  of  crime  and  discord. 

"  The  world  styles  those  daring,  restless  characters 
who  spread  terror  and  destruction  around  them 
1  great.'  But  he  who  can,  at  all  times,  sacrifice 
Pleasure  to  Duty  approaches  sublimity,  and  may  be 
truly  called  'great.'  He  who  chooses  right,  and 
with  invincible  resolution  executes  it,  is  the  true 
hero.  The  conviction  *  You  are  right '  imparts  to 
him  a  courage  and  a  strength  that  render  him  invin- 
cible. Under  this  influence  no  power  on  earth  can 
change  him.  Death  in  its  most  dreaded  forms  is 
less  feared  than  the  transgression  of  the  inward  law 
of  justice.  Though  Will  founds  the  Domain  of 
Morals,  Practical  Judgment  or  Right  Reason  com- 
mands, judges,  and  decides  all  questions  relating  to 
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the  rights  and  duties  by  which  the  members  of 
universal  society  are,  by  the  law  of  nature,  under 
obligation  to  God,  to  themselves,  and  one  another. 
This  power,  when  applied  to  self,  is  termed  Con- 
science, and  is  not  merely  discriminating,  but  also 
impulsive. 

"  If  we  reflect  upon  the  feelings  consequent  upon 
any  moral  action,  we  shall  find  that  wre  are  always 
conscious  of  a  sentiment  of  self-degradation  when  we 
disobey  this  monitor,  and  of  true  happiness  when 
we  obey  it.  From  this  we  see  that  man  is  created 
with  moral  and  intellectual  powers  capable  of  pro- 
gressive improvement.  He  has  the  noble  prerogative 
of  determining  his  own  acts  ;  of  not  only  tracing  his 
powers,  but  guiding  and  impelling  them  ;  of  not  only 
watching  his  passions,  but  of  controlling  them. 

"  He  can  fix  his  eyes  on  perfection,  and  make  al- 
most everything  speed  him  towards  it.  And  here 
let  it  be  remarked,  that  as  no  human  eye  can  trace 
with  absolute  precision  the  lines  which  really  divide 
the  colors  of  the  rainbow,  so  no  human  power  can 
apply  a  gauge  to  the  growth  of  moral  perfection,  if 
it  be  cherished  faithfully.  Each  has  his  Conscience, 
each  his  Reason,  Will,  and  Understanding  for  him- 
self to  search.  To  choose,  reject,  believe,  consider, 
act — this  is  a  glorious  but  fearful  endowment,  as  it 
is  the  ground  of  human  responsibility.  When  we 
come  to  the  study  of  self  and  the  laws  of  our  own 
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intelligence,  our  inquiries  assume  a  practical  impor- 
tance which  is  attached  to  no  other  department  of 
knowledge.  It  is  no  longer  the  sail  dimly  visible  in 
the  horizon,  but  our  own  conscious  being  that  is  the 
subject  of  thought.  The  question  no  longer  is, 
'  Whence  comes  that  swift  ship,  or  whither  goes  it?' 
but,  what  we  are  and  whither  going ;  what  our  his- 
tory and  our  destiny ;  what  that  mysterious  spirit 
which  animates  us,  which  is  the  presiding  divinity 
over  all  our  actions.  What  is  it,  with  all  its  wondrous 
faculties — Attention,  Memory,  Judgment,  Reason, 
Imagination  ? 

"  What  is  that  principle  of  our  nature  that  ever 
assumes  to  itself  the  right  of  command,  saying  to 
our  inclinations,  i  You  shall/  and,  'you  shall  not'? 
And  what  and  whence  the  word  'ought,'  which  has 
so  much  to  do  with  us  and  our  pursuits?  'Ought 
what,'  and  why  'ought'?  And  to  whom?  Are  we 
free,  or  are  we  subject  to  inevitable  necessity?  If 
free,  how  are  all  our  actions  controlled  ?  What  that 
Virtue  which,  when  acquired,  elevates,  refines,  and 
perfects  our  nature  ?  What  that  Passion  which, 
when  uncontrolled,  lowers,  degrades,  and  vitiates  it  ? 
Truly,  we  may  exclaim  with  the  poet :  '  How  poor, 
how  rich,  how  abject,  how  august,  how  complicated, 
how  wonderful  is  man  !  How  passing  wonderful  He 
Who  made  him  such ! '  " 

Duty  has  accomplished  her  end.     La  Pensierosa 
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now  realizes  fully  that  life  has  a  meaning  in  it,  and 
that  the  soul  has  a  destiny.  She  has  ever  been 
seeking  knowledge  without  a  cloud,  power  without 
weakness,  enjoyment  without  suffering — the  three 
elements  of  that  Fountain  of  Happiness  into  which 
the  human  heart  longs  to  plunge  itself.  But  she  has 
now  learned  that  Happiness  has  no  localities,  no 
tones  provincial,  no  peculiar  garb.  Where  Duty 
goes,  she  goes ;  with  Justice  goes,  with  Meekness, 
Charity,  and  Love. 

LA  PENSIEROSA   VISITS   THE   SHRINE   OF   FAITH. 

Spring  had  entoned  the  last  bars  of  her  idyl ;  she 
had  struck  clear  emerald  notes  from  the  tips  of  the 
trees,  and  drawn  sweet  musical  chords  from  the 
shrubs  and  the  flowers  as  La  Pensierosa  completed 
her  tour.  The  golden  rays  of  the  brilliant  orb  peer- 
ing above  the  horizon  turned  the  pearly  dewdrops 
into  diamonds,  whilst  the  little  birds  were  tuning 
their  lutes  to  join  in  the  grand  concert  that  was  to 
usher  in  the  dawn  of  day — a  bright,  beautiful  day. 
Nature's  fairest  scenes  were  there.  We  can  sit  for 
hours  looking  upon  a  running  stream.  It  seems  to 
afford  occupation  and  repose.  The  uninterrupted 
sameness  fills  us  with  tranquillity,  whilst  the  uninter- 
rupted flow  gratifies  our  sense  of  life.  Wre  feel  that 
we  are  thinking ;  yet  we  are  hardly  conscious  of  our 
thoughts. 
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This  is  a  faint  picture  of  La  Pcnsicrosa  as  she  pen- 
sively gazed  on  the  loveliness  around  her.  At  this 
moment  Truth  appeared,  and  saluted  her  in  the  fol- 
lowing manner :  "  Are  you  not  yet  satisfied,  my 
child?"  "  Still  unsatisfied,"  said  La  Pensicrosa.  "I 
have  a  secret  longing  for  I  know  not  what.  I  have 
completed  my  tour,  but  the  knowledge  I  have  ac- 
quired makes  more  knowledge  necessary." 

We  define  the  outline  of  the  moon's  crescent  as  it  ap- 
pears above  the  horizon,  and  we  are  lost  in  imagination 
of  the  thread-like  rim  shining  in  the  purity  of  its  silver 
splendor  ;  but  we  never  cast  a  thought  on  the  vast 
solid  section,  equally  beauteous  and  many  times 
larger,  which  lies  concealed  in  shade.  So  it  is  with 
knowledge  :  the  portion  of  the  disk  veiled  from  view 
is  necessary  to  complete  the  sphere. 

"  Ah,  my  child,"  said  Truth,  "  you  are  now  seeking 
the  last  word  of  human  learning,  the  crown  of  all  dis- 
coveries, the  Ultima  Thule  of  all  hopes.  Reason  is 
the  highest  gift  in  nature,  but  you  need  something  else 
to  illuminate  and  perfect  it.  Reason,  by  itself,  may 
demonstrate  the  existence  of  God  as  an  intellectual 
problem  ;  but  over  and  above  that  demonstration 
comes  the  light  which  you  are  now  seeking.  If  Phi- 
losophy be  unable  to  solve  the  problem  of  the  physi- 
cal universe,  how  will  it  be  able  to  answer  all  your 
questions,  solve  all  your  problems,  dissipate  all  your 
doubts  ?     From  other  sources  than  Philosophy  comes 


223  A  BRIEF  HISTORY  OF  ST.  MAR  Y' S  INSTITUTE, 

positive  knowledge ;  from  the  depths  of  conscious- 
ness comes  the  certain  proof  that  beyond  all  the 
array  of  phenomena  there  are  regions  of  supernal 
power.  Through  every  age  and  civilization  this 
idea  has  run  like  a  thread  of  gold.  Here,  where 
neither  Philosophy  nor  Science  can  ever  go  without 
gauge  or  scalpel,  lies  the  distinctive  region  in  which 
you  can  find  rest.  Faith  alone  can  satisfy  you. 
Philosophic  knowledge  is  a  most  fruitful  source  of 
progress;  but  it  must  have  a  firm  axis  around  which 
it  may  revolve. 

"  Let  the  man  who  boasts  cf  his  reason  cast  a 
glance  upon  the  treasure  of  his  knowledge.  Let 
him  separate  that  which  he  owes  to  the  light  of  evi- 
dence, to  the  labor  of  reflection,  to  his  own  re- 
searches; and  he  will  agree  with  Seneca  that  the 
portion  obtained  by  Faith  is  incontestably  the  larg- 
est and  the  richest.  You  will  be  surprised  at  the 
multitude  of  learned  men  of  every  age  and  nation 
that  you  will  find  in  the  unity  of  Faith.  These  men 
studied  everything,  disputed  on  everything,  replied 
to  everything,  yet  always  bowed  their  noble  intellec- 
tual brows  in  respectful  obedience  to  Faith.  In  the 
grandest  of  kingdoms  there  is  a  happy  blending  of 
all  ranks  and  ages  and  nations.  Here  the  rich  arbiter 
of  magisterial  law  humbly  bends  in  earnest  appeal, 
and  the  poor  mendicant  bares  his  pale  brow  and 
stands  without  a  blush  in   that   Presence  to  which 
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wealth  is  no  passport  ;  here  the  parent  devoutly  asks 
a  blessing  on  himself  and  family,  and  the  rosy  lips  of 
cherub  infancy  lisp  the  words  of  prayer  more  felt  than 
comprehended  ;  here  the  miserable  outcast  bathes 
her  faded  cheek  with  tears  of  repentance,  and  the 
innocent,  gayly  habited  and  admired,  folds  her  ten- 
der hands  in  earnest  supplication.  It  is  this  variety 
of  scenes  united  in  the  same  holy  purpose  which 
constitutes  that  beautiful  harmony  of  relationship 
between  the  divine  Being  and  His  lowly,  erring  chil- 
dren. We  cannot  contemplate  such  worship  with- 
out aspiring  to  partake  in  its  reality;  we  cannot  feel 
its  reality  without  being  raised  higher  in  the  scale  of 
spiritual  enjoyment.  But  Faith  is  objected  to  be- 
cause of  her  mysteries,  and  yet  the  mind  seeks  mys- 
teries. If  we  wander  in  a  desert,  a  kind  of  instinct 
impels  us  to  avoid  the  plains  where  we  may  embrace 
every  object  at  a  single  glance,  and  repair  to  the 
forests  whose  shades  and  sunlight,  winds  and  silence, 
are  full  of  wonders.  Faith  is  also  objected  to  be- 
cause of  its  unchangeableness,  as  not  being  adapted 
to  a  changing  world.  Whoever  heard  a  sailor  com- 
plain of  the  mariner's  compass  on  account  of  its  un- 
changeable obstinacy  in  refusing  to  conform  to  his 
private  judgment  and  caprice?  Is  it  not  for  the 
very  reason  that  the  needle  is  unchangeably  true  to 
the  eternal  law  of  magnetic  attraction  under  all  cir- 
cumstances and  in  all  places  that  it  is   the  unerring 
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guide  among  the  whirlwinds  of  the  mighty  deep? 
Faith  is  the  mariner's  compass  on  a  greater  deep — 
the  wild,  rolling,  beating  ocean  of  humanity — point- 
ing amid  sunny  calms  or  gentle  winds  or  raging 
gales  unerringly  to  the  polar  star  of  Christ,  guiding, 
age  after  age,  the  precious  freight  of  immortal  souls 
to  the  harbor  of  unending  joy. 

"  Man  was  made  for  Faith,  and  he  can  be  happy 
only  by  its  possession.  Verily,  then,  it  is  the  grand- 
est thing  in  the  universe.  It  is  the  gathering  up 
and  striking  of  ten  thousand  chords  which  bind  the 
creature  to  the  Creator,  making  the  harmony  of  the 
world's  worship.  Instinct  feels  it,  reason  proves  it ; 
and  the  heart,  if  it  be  upright,  rejoices  that  it  is  so. 
It  is  the  life  of  societies,  the  support  of  states,  the 
foundation  of  families,  the  essential  condition  of  the 
human  heart.  Imagination  can  scarcely  picture  to 
itself  a  life  without  trouble  or  distrust,  without  a 
past  to  excite  regrets,  a  present  to  harass  with  per 
plexities,  a  future  all  dim  and  misty  in  its  uncertain- 
ties ;  yet  such  is  the  life  of  all  who  live  under  the  be- 
nign influence  of  Faith."  "  But  where  does  Faith 
reside?"  said  La  Pensierosa.  "  Everywhere,"  said 
Truth  ;  "  she  is  found  in  the  vale,  she  illuminates 
the  mountains,  she  mingles  in  the  crowds  of  cities, 
she  has  a  temple  in  every  heart  that  owns  her  influ- 
ence, and  to  him  desiring  her  she  is  ever  present." 
"  Oh,  that  I   might  see  her!"  was  the  exclamation 


ST.  MARY  OF    THE   WOODS.  23 1 

of  La  Pensierosa.  At  this  moment  Faith  appeared 
and  silently  led  our  tourist  to  her  shrine.  The  gar- 
den, serenely  shining  like  the  waters  of  a  spiritual 
sea  beneath  whose  transparent  depths  all  creation 
lies  with  beautiful  distinctness,  appears  before  her. 
A  cloudless  sky  rests  upon  the  earth,  and  seems  to 
enclose  the  Shrine  of  Faith  in  a  concave  of  crystal. 
Happy,  thrice  happy,  are  they  who  possess  Faith, 
"  the  substance  of  things  to  be  hoped  for,  the  evi- 
dence of  things  that  are  not  yet  seen."  La  Pensierosa 
is  satisfied  ;  the  rose  rests  upon  her  cheek,  the  lily's 
bloom  upon  her  bosom,  her  sweet  and  prayerful  eyes 
look  as  if  they  were  the  windows  through  which  she 
caught  a  glimpse  of  God.  She  grows  calm  with  a 
sweet  calmness.  Breathings  as  of  far-off  music  rise 
up  in  the  deep  sanctuary  of  her  soul. 

The  beauty  melts  her,  the  glory  masters  her,  and 
she  sings  the  Infinity  of  God. 
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THE  DANGERS    OF   "A    LITTLE   LEARN- 
ING" IN  THE  VAST  DOMAIN  OF  PHIL- 
OSOPHY. 

The  philosophic  lore  of  all  ages  is  our  inheritance. 
Each  outgoing  century  has  left  its  deposit  of  thought, 
as  the  ebbing  tide  leaves  shells  on  the  sea-shore,  and 
we  have  not  been  spendthrifts.  Our  century  is  al- 
ready an  octogenarian,  but  its  eighty-three  years 
have  not  been  spent  in  vain.  Its  whitening  locks  are 
thick  with  honors  ;  its  children  have  encircled  its  brow 
with  an  aureole  of  scientific  glory.  Modern  thought 
has  acquired  a  prestige, — of  this  there  is  little  doubt. 
The  Philosophic  Quaternian  has  been  multiplied  and 
remultiplied,  until  its  schools  are  now  legion.  But 
error  and  truth  are  strangely  commingled.  Error  is 
constantly  changing,  truth  remains  the  same  ;  but 
as  long  as  error  is  mixed  with  truth  there  is  little,  if 
any,  hope  of  victory.  When  the  mind  becomes  ac- 
customed to  imperfect  forms  of  thought  it  is  liable 
to  be  loose  in  its  logic.  Hence  arises  mental  sloven- 
liness, if  we  may  so  express  ourselves.  Bacon  has 
said:  "  A  little  philosophy  takes  one  away  from 
truth  ;  but  a  greater  philosophy  brings  him  back  to 
it  again."  It  is  this  "  greater  philosophy"  that  our 
age  needs.     We  have  sturdy  and  indefatigable  work- 
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ers :  but  we  need  calm  and  enlightened  thinkers,  as 
it  is  only  superior  minds  that  can  rise,  like  lofty 
mountain-peaks,  above  the  sordid  cares  of  life,  and 
lead  us  through  the  labyrinth  of  prevailing  errors. 

"  Call  them  not  vain  and  false  day-dreams  we  see 
With  spirit  vision.  .   .  . 

Thoughts  wiser  in  the  world's  esteem  may  be 
Less  near  the  truth." 

"  Philosophy,"  says  an  able  writer,  "  has  not  brought 
an  injury  to  human  life,  and  does  not  deserve  to  be 
calumniated  as  the  parent  of  evil  deeds,  when  in 
reality  it  is  an  evident  mirror  of  truth  and  a  gift 
from  God  to  man."  And  yet  a  statesman  of  our  day 
does  not  hesitate,  at  a  public  distribution  of  prizes,  to 
warn  his  youthful  hearers  against  the  study  of  Meta- 
physics, advising  them  instead  to  read  the  works  of 
Dickens.  Surely  there  must  be  some  deep-rooted 
cause  for  this  aversion  to  a  science  which  has  fed  the 
honest  intellects  in  all  ages.  Surely,  "  where  igno- 
rance is  bliss,  'tis  folly  to  be  wise  "  is  not  logic  in 
this  case.  The  man  who  could  sit  comfortably  on 
an  uncomfortable  chair  and  say,  "  I  am  the  Uni- 
verse," and  vice  versa,  was  supposed  by  his  blind 
companions  to  have  attained  the  greatest  conceiv- 
able happiness.  Plato,  though  many  details  of  his 
philosophy  are  fantastic,  wisely  places  the  greatest 
happiness  of  man  in  a  mysterious  union  of  the  soul 
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with  God,  the  Sovereign  Good.  He  compares  the 
soul  to  a  chariot  drawn  by  a  pair  of  winged  steeds, 
one  of  which  is  well  trained,  the  other  quite  the  con- 
trary. The  well-trained  steed,  the  Will,  is  obedient 
to  the  rein,  and  tries  to  draw  its  wilder  yoke-fellow, 
the  Appetite,  along  with  it,  and  to  induce  it  to  listen 
to  the  voice  of  the  charioteer,  Reason.  In  this  al- 
legory it  is  shown  that  the  object  of  Reason  in 
exacting  obedience  is  not  merely  the  discipline  and 
subordination  which  constitute  the  virtues  of  man, 
but  to  keep  the  mind  in  a  state  to  rise  to  the  con- 
templation and  enjoyment  of  great  and  eternal  truth. 
In  other  words,  a  man  must  be  in  a  moral  state  be- 
fore he  can  place  himself  in  a  religious  state  ;  that 
is,  he  must  possess  a  certain  degree  of  knowledge  in 
order  to  understand  the  principles  of  morality,  and 
thereby  be  able  to  distinguish  good  from  evil. 
Knowledge  is  not  complete  until  united  with  re- 
ligion ;  for  as  everything  is  referred  to  God,  as  its 
first  and  efficient  Cause,  it  is  evident  that  if  a  man 
do  not  know  God  he  must  stop  at  the  proximate 
causes,  and  his  knowledge  must  necessarily  float  in 
space  without  foundation.  Much  genuine  learning 
is  requisite  to  detect  the  fallacies  lying  concealed  in 
many  of  the  prevailing  systems  of  the  time.  An 
opinion,  even  a  correct  one,  however  firmly  held, 
may  be  changed.  Objections  may  be  advanced 
which,  if  our  knowledge   be  superficial,  we  may  be 
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unable  to  meet  successfully;  and  failing  in  our  at- 
tempt, we  are  likely  to  be  deceived  and  to  follow  the 
false  doctrine.  There  is  no  application  of  knowledge 
more  interesting  and  more  important  than  its  prac- 
tical bearings  on  human  action.  There  cannot  be 
the  least  doubt  that  an  increase  of  knowledge  would 
be  productive  of  an  increase  of  moral  order.  It  is 
true  that  proficiency  in  knowledge  and  the  practice 
of  true  morality  do  not  always  proceed  with  equal 
pace.  But  it  is  nevertheless  true  that  every  action 
which  is  truly  virtuous  is  founded  on  knowledge. 
We  need  not  therefore  fear  that  the  dominion  of 
Virtue  will  be  contracted,  or  her  influence  diminished, 
by  an  enlargement  of  the  kingdom  of  Knowledge. 
Many  use  the  fact  of  the  existence  of  moral  evil  as 
an  argument  in  favor  of  atheism.  Without  giving 
the  syllogistic  form,  we  shall  merely  reply  that, 
if  God  had  seen  fit,  He  might  have  created  a  uni- 
verse from  which  all  moral  evil  should  be  excluded. 
But  from  such  a  universe,  though  displaying  infinite 
perfection  in  its  mechanism,  all  moral  excellence 
would  be  excluded ;  for  since  necessitated  action 
possesses  no  moral  character,  moral  excellence  im- 
plies liberty,  and  liberty  involves  the  possibility  of 
moral  evil.  If  man  could  not  do  wrong  he  would 
not  be  a  free  creature ;  if  he  were  not  free  he  could 
not  acquire  excellence.  Ignorance  is  one  of  the 
principal  causes  of  erroneous  doctrines.     A  story  is 
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told  of  an  old  woman  in  Canada,  who  when  asked 
what  religion  she  professed  replied,  "  The  transmi- 
gration of  souls."  What  particular  part  or  branch 
of  this  she  believed  is  not  stated.  Whether  she  re- 
fused animal  food  for  fear  of  eating  the  flesh  of  some 
deceased  friend,  or  whether,  like  a  conscientious 
Cabalist,  she  would  not  turn  a  brute  out-doors  lest 
she  would  be  dismissing  her  grandfather,  is  not 
known  ;  but  certainly  she  must  have  occupied  a  sin- 
gular position  in  Canadian  society.  She  must  have 
been  considered  a  relic  of  some  Indian  Buddhist, 
whom  Time,  in  his  flight,  had  forgotten  to  gather 
into  his  garner,  where  all  her  kith  and  kin  had  lain 
for  ages.  Absurd  as  was  her  belief,  we  find  many  par- 
allels among  the  would-be  learned  around  us.  How 
much  more  consistent  is  the  theory  of  Darwin,  whose 
followers  maintain  that  by  a  series  of  changes  man 
has  ascended  from  the  lower  brute  creation  to  his 
present  state  ?  That  they,  the  followers  of  said 
theory,  are  monkeys  we  will  not  dispute,  but  we  can- 
not allow  all  men  to  be  included  under  this  head. 
An  observant  negro  was  struck  by  the  fact  that  it  is 
the  parrot,  not  the  monkey,  that  learns  to  talk*  and 
he  has  therefore  helped  Darwin  by  the  additional 
theory  that  the  monkey  can  speak,  but  will  not  do 
so,  lest  he  be  made  to  work 

One  of   our  most  eloquent  sophists,  Carlyle,  thus 
comments  on  the  famous  axiom    of    Descartes:  "I 
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think;  therefore  I  exist."  "Alas,  poor  COgitator! 
We  walk  in  a  boundless  phantasmagoria  or  dream- 
grotto,  and  sleep  deepest  when  we  fancy  ourselves 
most  awake."  It  is  singularly  amusing  how  one 
sophist  attacks  another ;  and  how  inconsistent  each 
one  is  with  his  own  theory.  "  I  think  ;  therefore  I 
am,"  was  but  a  slender  outfit  for  the  ideal  construc- 
tion of  the  universe.  All  the  secrets  of  God,  all  the 
mysteries  of  heaven  and  earth,  all  the  depths  of 
man's  own  strange  being,  were  to  be  laid  open  by  this 
little  formula.  It  was  a  superhuman  task  to  bring 
absolute  truth  out  of  absolute  doubt ;  yet,  though 
Descartes  preferred  to  start  with  absolute  doubt,  he 
by  no  means  acquiesced  in  scepticism. 

Locke  developed  what  we  may  call  the  sceptical 
side  of  psychology,  though  he  might  have  deemed 
the  innateness  of  necessary  truths  without  destroy- 
ing the  necessity.  His  philosophy  was  peculiarly 
sober  in  its  character,  and  though  rejected  at  Oxford, 
its  principles  helped  to  dethrone  the  House  of 
Stuart  and  to  secure  the  power  to  that  of  Hanover. 
It  took  a  strange  possession  of  the  intellects  of 
France,  and  passed  through  the  developments  of 
Voltaire  and  Condillac.  But  even  they  who  profess 
a  speculative  scepticism  do  not  act  on  it,  and  could 
not  if  they  tried.  The  story  related  of  an  old  Greek 
sceptic  is  very  applicable  to  this  subject.  He  had 
pretended  to  prove  the  impossibility  of  motion  by 
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this  argument:  "  A  thing  cannot  move  except  either 
where  it  is,  or  where  it  is  not.  It  cannot  move 
where  it  is,  because  if  it  do  it  must  both  remain 
where  it  is  and  not  remain — which  is  a  contradiction. 
It  cannot  move  where  it  is  not,  because  it  cannot 
cease  to  remain  where  it  has  not  already  begun  to 
remain.  Therefore,  it  cannot  move  any  place — and 
motion  is  an  impossibility."  But  one  day  the  poor 
philosopher,  losing  his  equilibrium,  fell  and  dislocated 
his  shoulder.  The  doctor  who  had  been  called  in, 
looking  calmly  at  the  philosopher,  leisurely  questioned 
him  about  the  accident.  The  sufferer,  forgetful  of 
his  theory,  fully  stated  the  circumstances  of  his  fall ; 
but  the  physician,  after  quietly  listening  to  the  case, 
said  it  was  impossible,  since  he  himself  had  demon- 
strated that  motion  is  an  absurdity.  We  can  im- 
agine the  chagrin  of  the  philosopher  and  the  amuse- 
ment of  the  bystanders. 

The  confused  and  contradictory  opinions  of  public 
teachers  of  philosophy  and  religion,  the  political  and 
social  unsettledness  of  the  times,  and  the  perplexing 
utterances  whose  very  murmur  fills  the  air  with  all 
sorts  of  scientific  nonsense,  have  bewildered  the  heads 
of  many.  Our  modern  doubting,  unbelieving  people, 
under  a  partial  hallucination,  seem  to  have  convinced 
themselves  that  the  real  world  and  life  are  no  more 
than    an  illusive  vision  of  a  sleeper.     But  none  so 
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blind  as  they  who  will  not  sec.      Or,  as  Coleridge 
says : 

"  Forth  from  his  dark  and  lonely  hiding-place, 
Portentous  sight !  the  owlet  Atheism, 
Sailing  on  obscure  wings  athwart  the  noon, 
Drops  his  blue-fringed  lids  and  holds  them  close; 
And  hooting  at  the  glorious  sun  in  heaven, 
Cries  out :  '  Where  is  it  ? '  " 

Atheism  is  considered  a  disease  of  the  intellect, 
but  the  root  of  this  madness  lies  in  the  will.  Its 
followers  have  always  found  it  an  uncomfortable 
doctrine  to  live  in,  an  unbearable  one  to  die  in.  Vol- 
taire, when  approaching  dissolution,  looked  back 
with  remorse  and  forward  with  dismay.  He  wished 
for  annihilation  through  the  dread  of  something 
worse.  Gibbon  exclaimed:  "  All  is  lost,  finally  and 
irrevocably  lost."  Hume  wrote:  "I  am  affrighted 
and  confounded  with  the  forlorn  solitude  in  which 
am  placed  by  my  philosophy."  But  every  period 
has  its  own  character  of  action  and  thought,  and  the 
present  is  distinguished  by  a  more  than  ordinary 
sensibility  of  existing  errors.  This  tendency  has 
spread  into  every  topic  which  agitates  or  interests 
man.  All  subjects  have  been  exposed  to  much 
doubt.  The  mind  has  become  unusually  restless  in 
exploring  the  causes  and  reasons  of  things ;  and  it 
expects  and  exacts  that  when  it  is  required  to  be- 
lieve it  should  have  full  elucidations  of  the  grounds 


240  A  BRIEF  HISTORY  OF  ST,  MARY'S  INSTITUTE, 

and  principles  on  which  its  consent  is  required.  The 
known  is  expected  to  be  accounted  for,  and  if  it  can- 
not be  rationally  explained  it  is  depreciated  and 
discredited.  As  soon  as  disquisition  takes  the  place 
of  acquiescence,  and  we  prefer  to  require  rather  than 
venerate,  the  thoughts  will  not  be  restrained  from 
doubt  and  discussion.  It  is  often  because  we  do  not 
sufficiently  know  the  subject  that  we  most  keenly 
dispute  about  it.  Numerous  difficulties  arise  before 
an  active  mind  on  every  point  on  which  its  informa- 
tion is  slender.  Hence  the  danger  of  "  a  little  learn- 
ing." Many  in  endeavoring  to  refute  one  error  fall 
into  another,  and  their  arguments  may  all  be  re- 
torted. The  superficial  are  commonly  the  most 
pugnacious. 

Philosophy  is  just  now  grappling  with  the  greatest 
of  all  questions,  and  philosophers  find  themselves 
face  to  face  with  the  most  momentous  of  all  prob- 
lems— the  solemn  problem  of  man's  destiny.  What 
is  man's  place  in  nature?  What  is  man's  relation  to 
the  world  in  which  he  lives  ?  What  is  his  real  duty 
in  the  universe  of  which  he  forms  a  part?  This  is 
the  last  word  of  human  learning,  the  crown  of  all 
man's  discoveries,  the  keystone  of  the  arch  of  truth, 
the  Ultima  Thule  of  all  man's  hopes  and  longings, 
the  "  pearl  of  great  price."  This  was  the  burden  of 
the  daily  question,  "What  is  man?"  asked  by  the 
sophists  ;  the  ultimate    aim    of  all  the    musings  of 
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Socrates.  So  it  is  to-day  the  one  absorbing  topic  in 
science  and  philosophy.  But  with  the  various 
"  isms  "  of  the  times,  persons  become  bewildered. 
The  predominant  evil  of  the  day,  its  peculiar  danger, 
is  the  materialistic  spirit ;  yet  not  that  form  of 
materialism  which  denies  the  immortality  of  the 
soul.  Few  men  in  any  age  will  so  far  abdicate  the 
dignity  of  manhood  as  to  rank  themselves  in  the 
scale  of  the  brute  creation.  Few  men  will  argue 
against  the  existence  of  the  soul  because  the  scalpel, 
in  dissecting  a  human  body,  fails  to  bring  it  to  view, 
any  more  than  they  will  argue  against  magnetism 
because  in  cutting  the  magnet  into  pieces  they  fail 
to  discover  the  magnetic  force.  The  materialism  to 
which  we  refer  is  practical  rather  than  theoretical. 
It  places  material  interests  and  materialistic  passions 
above  the  interests  of  the  soul  and  the  claims  of  vir- 
tue. It  was  this  materialism  in  France  that  banished 
the  Deity  and  placed  upon  the  altar  an  imaginary 
phantom  under  the  name  of  the  Goddess  of  Reason. 
While  " justice  and  morality"  were  proclaimed  the 
order  of  the  day,  every  moral  principle  and  every 
human  feeling  was  trampled  under  foot.  Let  man 
assert  his  native  dominion  over  the  elements  ;  let 
him  compel  wind,  and  wave,  and  lightning  to  do 
his  bidding,  and  perform  his  labor ;  let  him  whiten 
every  sea  with  the  canvas  of  his  fleets  and  fill  every 
vale  with  the  hum  of  his  industry;  let  him  embody 
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his  ideal  of  power,  strength,  beauty,  and  sublimity  in 
works  which  imitate,  by  the  grandeur  or  delicacy  of 
their  proportions,  the  creative  thought  and  the  crea- 
tive act  moulding  the  flower  and  building  the  heav- 
ens; let  him  fill  the  earth  and  subdue  it — this  is  but 
a  legitimate  assertion  of  his  sovereignty,  a  proof  of 
his  high  origin,  the  fulfilment  of  the  divine  benedic- 
tion. But  let  him  not  bend  the  knee  to  his  owr. 
handiwork,  nor  bow  before  the  shrine  of  the  "  al- 
mighty dollar."  The  science  of  materialism  is  the 
art  of  amassing  wealth  ;  its  code  of  morals,  physical 
enjoyment.  True  enlightenment  consists  in  the 
superiority  of  mental  and  moral  culture.  The 
dominion  of  mind  over  matter  is  what  distinguishes 
true  civilization  from  barbarism.  Thirst  for  knowl- 
edge is  one  of  the  strongest  desires  of  the  human 
heart ;  but  the  human  mind  is  insatiable.  As  the 
zenith  of  knowledge  increases  the  horizon  of  our 
ignorance  broadens,  and  man  feels  that  "  what  he 
knows  is  little,  what  he  does  not  know,  immense." 
All  are  familiar  with  the  soliloquy  of  the  young  lady 
who,  having  just  returned  from  boarding-school, 
thought  she  knew  everything — in  parentheses  let  us 
remark  that  all  young  ladies  do  not  pride  themselves 
in  a  similar  manner.  Opposed  to  her  was  a  sage, 
who  after  spending  his  entire  life  in  the  acquisition  of 
knowledge  declared  that  he  knew  nothing.  We  may 
safely  conclude  from  this  what  has  been  just  asserted, 
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viz. :  "  What  man  knows  is  little  ;  what  he  doer  not 
know,  immense."     There  are  wide  gaps  in  every  field 
of  knowledge — no   chain   is  complete.     Archaeology 
is   at    best    but  a    doubtful  witness;    many  of  the 
principles  of  science   rest    upon    hypotheses.      We 
have  clipped  only  a  few  fragments  from  the  Silurian 
rocks.     We  have  but  glanced  at  the  worlds  without 
number  which  dwarf  ours.     We  have  simply  learned 
the  alphabet  of  the  universe.     Of  nature  we  have 
the   merest  elementary   knowledge  ;  the  fathomless 
ocean  has  never   bared  its  secrets  to  us  ;  the  over- 
hanging tufts  of  dropping  clouds  now  smiling  with 
sunshine,  now  speckled  with  azuline  and  tinted  with 
gold    are    shifting   enigmas.      Mysteries   face  us  at 
every  step ;  countless  myriads  of    nature's    secrets 
throng  around  our  daily  walks:  the  very  insect  that 
crawls  in  our  path,  the  gnat  that  plays  in  the  sun- 
beam, the  leaf  upon  which  we  tread,  contain  prop- 
erties that   man  will   never  know.     Every  bird  and 
beast  and  shell  is  replete  with   unsolved   problems. 
The    animal  world  is    a    confusion    of    sounds ;  the 
mineral  is  silent  and  passive  as  the  tomb.     Astron- 
omy oppresses  us  with  its  gulf  of  space,  geology  with 
its  gulf  of  time,  and  history  with  its  uncertainty — 
all  leave  us  mute  and  confounded.     And  life !  how 
profound  is  this  mystery,  yet  how  evident.     It  forms 
the  boundary-line  between  the    animate  and  inani- 
mate kingdoms.     It  fills  the  earth  and  air  and  sea 
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with  its  products ;  it  gives  bloom  to  the  rose  and 
whiteness  to  the  lily.  And  still  this  vital  principle 
has  evaded  the  analytical  search  of  the  physicist. 
He  has  had  at  his  command  oxygen,  hydrogen, 
nitrogen,  and  carbon,  which  elements  enter  into  the 
composition  of  plants ;  but  manipulate  them  as  he 
will,  he  is  not  able  to  form  the  lowest  living  organ- 
ism. But  man's  ignorance  regarding  himself  is 
simply  astounding.  "  And  God  said  :  '  Let  us  make 
man  to  our  own  image  and  likeness ;  and  let  him 
have  dominion  over  the  fishes  of  the  sea,  and  the  fowls 
of  the  air,  and  the  beasts,  and  the  whole  earth,  and 
every  creeping  creature  that  moveth  on  the  earth.'  " 
This  was  a  superb  destiny — created  to  the  image 
and  likeness  of  God,  and  placed  lord  and  ruler  of  all 
animated  nature.  Each  human  being  is  a  little 
world  in  himself,  within  which  wonders  are  occurring, 
transactions  taking  place  every  moment,  baffling 
observation  and  transcending  knowledge.  The  little 
"  I  "  is  only  a  unit  in  the  multitude,  a  dot  in  the 
expanse  of  universal  being.  And  yet  a  life-time  is 
too  short  for  him  to  become  acquainted  with  all  his 
own  powers  ;  the  mysterious  world  of  thought  and 
consciousness,  of  sleep  and  dreamland  ;  the  variety 
of  disposition  and  character,  extremes  often  meet- 
ing in  the  same  individuals,  tears  and  smiles,  cries 
and  laughter ;  this  extraordinary  and  incomprehen- 
sible union  of  matter  with  spirit ;    this  freedom  of 
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will,  the  constant  battle  between  good  and  evil. 
But  no  education  is  completed  until  the  student 
enters  the  school  of  that  divine  Philosopher  Whose 
benign  and  gentle  doctrine  overturned  the  proud 
monuments  of  superstition,  strengthened  by  the 
worship  of  a  thousand  years  and  supported  by  the 
authority  of  the  most  powerful  monarchies  of  the 
world ;  Whose  mild,  persuasive  arguments  caused 
Judea  to  swell  in  its  dimensions  till  it  covered  more 
than  half  the  globe  ;  Whose  armies,  greater  than 
those  of  Persia  in  the  pride  of  her  ambition,  are  daily 
led  forth  to  conquest  by  the  simple  power  of  truth. 
We  may  therefore  safely  conclude,  that  without  the 
sublime  principles  of  this  divine  Philosophy, 

"  A  little  learning  is  a  dangerous  thing  ; 
Drink  deep,  or  taste  not  the  Pierian  spring." 


THE    CELEBRATION    OF      THE    GOLDEN 

JUBILEE. 

TlIE  readers  of  the  Souvenir  have  learned  the 
nature  and  character  of  the  great  event  that  was 
celebrated  at  St.  Mary's,  June  21,  22,  23  and  24, 
1 89 1.  Glowing  were  the  anticipations,  high  the 
expectations  of  old  pupils ;  but  even  the  hopes  of 
the  most  sanguine  were  surpassed.  The  Terre 
Haute  Gazette  remarked  in  its  issue  during  the 
exercises:  "  The  Jubilee  at  St.  Mary's  of  the 
Woods  is  truly  golden — golden  in  its  sunshine — 
golden  in  its  social  intercourse — golden  in  the  excel- 
lence of  its  literary  exercises."  And  we  may  add 
more  golden  still  in  the  fruit  of  piety  and  zeal  that 
it  yielded.  Early  in  June  invitations  were  sent 
throughout  the  vast  extent  of  the  United  States  to 
thousands  who  had  once  been  pupils  of  the  Acad- 
emy. An  idea  of  the  beauty  of  these  invitations 
may  be  gleaned  from  the  following  description. 
They  were  on  heavy  white  card,  with  deep  gold 
border.  At  a  suitable  distance  from  the  top  was 
embossed  the  seal  of  the  Institution,  namely,  a 
closed  volume  resting  on  a  spray  of  white  violets, 
the  emblem  flower,  beneath  which  was  gracefully 
suspended  a  golden  scroll  bearing  the  Institution's 
motto  :  "  Knowledge  and  Virtue  United."    On  each 

side   of   the    seal  were,   in   golden   characters,  1841, 
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1 89 1,  and  just  beneath,  engraved  in  golden  script, 

the  following : 

1S41.  Seal.  1891. 

GOLDEN  JUBILEE, 

OR 

Semi-Centennial  Anniversary 

OF 
ST.  MARY'S  ACADEMIC  INSTITUTE,  ST  MARY'S,  VIGO  CO.,  IND. 

The  honor  of  your  presence  is 

requested  at  the 

Golden  Jubilee  Celebration 

and  the 

Fiftieth  Annual  Commencement, 

June  21,  22,  23,  and  24, 

1 891. 

Program. 

Sunday,  June  21,  Tercentenary  of  St.  Aloysius. 

Reunion  of  St.  Mary's  "  Children  of  Mary." 

Panegyric  of  the  Saint, 

by  a  Father  of  the  Society  of  Jesus. 

Monday,  June  22,  8.30  A.M. 
Requiem  Mass  for  all  the  Departed  Teachers  and  Pupils 
of  the  Institution. 

2  P.M. 
Distribution  of  Prizes. 

Tuesday,  June  23, 

Jubilee  Mass. 

Sermon  by  Rt.  Rev.  F.  S.  Chatard,  D.D. 

Afternoon  : 

Entertainment  by  former  Pupils. 

Wednesday,  June  24, 

Commencement  Exercises. 

Orator : 

Senator  D.  Turpie. 
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These  invitations  were  received  with  delight  by 
the  old  pupils,  and  every  mail  brought  letters  of 
acceptance  and  regrets,  but  in  each  case  the  same 
spirit  prevailed — love  for  their  Alma  Mater  and  a 
desire  to  make  the  Jubilee  a  success.  Nor  was  the 
enthusiasm  confined  to  old  pupils  only  :  many  letters 
of  congratulation,  often  accompanied  with  hand- 
some donations,  were  received  from  true  friends  of 
the  Institute.  Among  these  the  Right  Reverend 
and  Reverend  Clergy  held  a  conspicuous  place.  The 
various  schools  under  the  direction  of  the  Sisters  of 
Providence,  and  the  Sodalities  under  their  charge, 
sent  their  good  wishes  in  the  form  of  congratulatory 
poems,  accompanied  in  many  cases  with  a  Jubilee 
offering.  The  elaborate  and  exquisite  forms  chosen 
by  the  poets  in  which  to  present  their  congratula- 
tions, the  kindly  interest  and  devoted  attachment 
they  breathed,  the  poetic  conceptions,  clothed  in 
language  so  remarkable  for  purity  of  diction  and 
power  of  expression,  all  combine  to  make  these 
literary  productions  worthy  of  insertion  in  this  vol- 
ume, but  we  are  forced  to  give  them  only  a  passing 
notice  ;  however,  the  good  will  manifested  in 
these  valued  tributes  of  affection  will  live  forever 
in  the  grateful  memories  of  the  Sisters  of  Provi- 
dence, in  whose  archives  these  treasured  poems  will 
be  recorded  to  serve  as  a  stimulus  to  exertion  and 
an  emulation  to  those  who  will  celebrate  the  Cen- 
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tennial.  It  was  interesting  and  consoling  to  read 
the  numerous  letters  received  from  widely  separated 
localities,  some  from  honored  and  distinguished 
ecclesiastics,  some  from  celebrated  authors,  and 
some  from  the  departments  of  the  "  tiny  folk,"  who 
are  just  learning  to  wield  the  pen,  but  all  replete 
with  the  same  feeling,  expressing  the  same  senti- 
ments. If  the  friends  and  their  wealth  of  friendly 
feeling  were  to  be  reckoned  by  the  congratulatory 
letters  that  every  mail  brought,  then  well  could  it 
have  been  foretold  that  the  Jubilee  would  be  a 
success.  As  the  time  neared,  hearts  beat  faster  in 
joyous  expectation.  On  June  20th  guests  began  to 
arrive,  and  the  evening  train  brought  two  coaches 
of  St.  Mary's  pupils  to  the  reunion  of  the  Children 
of  Mary.  It  was  truly  a  happy,  gladsome  meeting. 
There,  after  thirty  and  forty  years  of  separation,  met 
those  who  had  gone  forth  from  their  Alma  Mater 
garlanded  with  the  fair  buds  of  promise,  bathed  in 
the  roseate  hues  of  a  glorious  future,  and  who  now 
return  with  brows  furrowed  by  life's  cares,  and 
heads  whitened  by  its  sorrows,  but  with  hearts  as 
true  and  noble,  as  devotedly  attached  to  teachers 
and  schoolmates,  as  when,  maidens  gay,  they  had 
gamboled  'mid  the  haunts  of  childhood's  happy 
home.  The  services  of  a  Jesuit  Father  had  been 
secured,  and  confessions  were  heard  till  a  late  hour 
that    night.       The    dynamo    flooded    Convent    and 
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Academy  with  an  effulgence  of  rich,  mellow  light, 
and  the  morning  hours  stole  on  before  darkness 
threw  a  pall  over  the  Convent,  or  silence  reigned  in 
the  dormitories,  where,  after  so  many  years  of  ab- 
sence, St.  Mary's  girls  enjoyed  once  again  refreshing 
slumber  in  the  same  snowy  cot  where,  when  free 
from  care,  they  had  offered  to  God  a  night's  repose. 
At  an  early  hour  Sunday,  everything  about  the 
Academy  was  astir.  Mass  was  offered  at  6.30  A.M., 
by  Rev.  Eugene  Brady,  S.  J.  It  was  the  Children 
of  Mary's  Reunion  Communion  Mass.  The  Chil- 
dren of  Mary  of  the  scholastic  year  '91,  attired  in 
their  simple  uniform  dress,  led  the  procession. 
Fleecy  white  veils  enveloped  the  young  ladies,  and 
added  to  the  charm  of  their  many  personal  attrac- 
tions. Miss  Mary  Breen,  the  Prefect  of  the  Sodal- 
ity, carried  Our  Lady's  banner,  and  six  minims 
proudly  held  in  their  chubby  hands  Mary's  colors. 
Elaborate  badges  and  silver  medals,  the  insignia  of 
the  "  Child  of  Mary,"  were  everywhere  to  be  seen, 
and  spoke  sweetly  of  "  Mary's  mantle  blue."  Chil- 
dren of  Mary  of  former  years  joined  the  procession, 
and  silently  and  prayerfully  did  that  distinguished 
Sodality  file  into  the  chapel.  The  Mass  was  begun 
— what  mingled  feelings  must  have  filled  the  hearts 
of  many  of  those  who  looked  in  vain  for  the  spirit- 
ual Director  who  in  early  youth  admitted  them  to 
the  rare  privileges  of  a  "  Child  of  Mary."     Another 


2$2  A  BRIEF  HISTORY  OF  S7\  MARY'S  INSTITUTE, 

in  sacerdotal  robes  chanted  the  solemn  service.  The 
little  chapel,  too,  that  had  been  the  silent  witness  of 
their  early  aspirations,  their  youthful  resolves,  the 
chapel  wherein  they  had  first  received  the  "  Bread 
of  Life,"  was  gone.  Even  the  convent,  Providence, 
that  had  been  a  beacon  light  in  moments  of  dark- 
ness, it  too  was  no  more.  Where  were  those  girl- 
hood companions  who  knelt  beside  them  so  oft  at 
the  communion  rail;  where  were  those  chapel  com- 
panions ;  where  were  those  who  had  taught  them  by 
example  and  precept  to  love  and  imitate  "  Mary 
Immaculate  "?  In  many  cases  a  little  green  mound 
had  closed  over  teacher  and  pupil,  and  separated 
loved  and  cherished  friends.  Did  thoughts  come  of 
sorrows  they  had  suffered,  hopes  blasted,  and,  per- 
haps, faults  committed,  as  those  dear  sodalists  felt 
once  more  the  hallowed  influence  of  the  consecrated 
house  so  near  the  spot  where  in  days  gone  by  t'hey 
had  often  promised  to  avoid  sin  and  practise  virtue. 
Only  God  can  fathom  the  secret  recesses  of  the 
human  heart,  and  read  the  emotions  that  dwell 
therein  ;  however,  it  was  edifying  and  comforting  to 
the  Sisters  to  see  their  dear  children  returning  so 
reverently  and  devoutly  from  the  communion-table. 
At  an  early  hour  carriages  brought  newcomers  to 
the  scene  of  festivity.  At  9.30  the  Reunion  High 
Mass  was  begun.  Immediately  after  the  Gospel  of 
the    day,    the    eloquent     Rev.  Eugene  Brady,  S.  J., 
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delivered  a  panegyric  on  the  patron  of  Christian 
youth,  St.  Aloysius  Gonzaga.  The  reverend  panegy- 
rist took  for  his  text  the  following  words  of  Ecclesi- 
asticus  :  "  Who  is  he  ?  And  we  will  praise  ;  for  he 
hath  done  wonderful  things  in  his  life." 

At  two  o'clock  he  again  addressed  the  Children  on 
the  dignity  of  their  title,  and  the  rare  and  numberless 
privileges  to  which  a  Child  of  Mary  has  a  right. 
Vespers  were  sung  and  Benediction  of  the  Blessed 
Sacrament  given  at  three  o'clock  ;  after  which  all  the 
Sodalists  in  unison  renewed  the  promises  and  act 
of  consecration  by  which  they  had  bound  themselves 
to  imitate  her  whose  humility  found  favor  with  the 
Most  High.  This  was  a  most  affecting  and  impres- 
sive ceremony.  There  knelt  those  whose  voices  had 
now  lost  much  of  their  resonance,  but  which  once 
were  as  musical  as  the  feathery  songsters  ;  but  yet 
the  spirit  knows  no  age,  the  heart  never  grows  old, 
and  those  dear  Sodalists  were  as  loyal  to  Mary  Im- 
maculate as,  when  children,  they  had  promised  her 
their  hearts'  truest  affection,  their  life's  endeavor. 
Peacefully  and  pleasantly  the  evening  hours  sped  on  ; 
but  one  resort  seemed  to  have  special  attractions  : 
it  was  the  cemetery.  Thither  group  after  group 
wended  its  way — there  they  found  the  resting  place 
of  many  to  whom  they  were  bound  by  the  strong 
ties  that  flow  from  the  relation  ofteacher  and  pupil. 
Long  did  they  linger  among  the  little  white  crosses 
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that  point  out  the  silent  abode  of  the  mortal  remains 
of  many  sainted  ones  whose  virtues  lived  again  in  their 
memories.  Their  words  of  advice  were  recalled, 
their  good  deeds  recounted,  and  it  was  hard  to  leave 
a  spot  so  sacred  that  breathes  of  the  omnipotence  of 
God  and  the  mortality  of  man. 

Another  centre  of  attraction  was  the  Holy  Face 
Oratory:  this,  perhaps  one  of  the  most  elegant  and 
attractive  of  all  the  shrines  that  embellish  St.  Mary's, 
is  situated  in  a  devotionally  secluded  corner  in  the 
Novitiate  building.  The  small  oratory  can  boast  of 
no  pretentions  as  regards  size  or  the  grandeur  of  its 
architecture  ;  but  the  exquisite  finish  of  its  interior 
is  forcibly  effective  and  worthy  the  purpose  for  which 
it  is  designed  :  namely,  a  chapel  of  reparation  where 
prayers  are  constantly  offered  deprecating  the  evil 
done  God  by  sin,  and  repairing,  as  far  as  human 
beings  can,  the  horrors  of  blasphemy  and  malice  of 
sacrilege. 

Praiseworthy  is  the  object,  and  a  certain  holiness 
seems  to  characterize  the  very  atmosphere  of  this 
sacred  enclosure,  so  that  it  is  no  matter  of  surprise 
that  many  of  the  Jubilee  guests  sought  the  influence 
of  this  holy  sanctuary.  The  walls  of  this  apartment 
are  handsomely  papered  in  alternate  panels  of  gilt 
and  dark  crimson.  A  most  elaborately  carved  altar 
constitutes  the  furniture.  The  central  piece,  of 
unique  design  and  delicate  finish,  is  a  facsimile  copy 


Interior  of  the  Church   of  the   Immaculate  Conception   (unfinished)   Used 
for  the  Occasion  of  the  Golden  Jubilee. 

Donor  ;  Mrs.  Geo.  D.  Rand,  nee  McGaughey,  Class  of  '6i. 
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of  the  impression  of  the  Sacred  Face  miraculously 
made  on  the  veil  of  St.  Veronica.  Above  this  is  a 
handsome  Mater  Dolorosa  ;  magnificent  candelabra 
ornamented  with  crystal  pendants,  and  two  lamps 
that  are  constantly  burning  form  the  ornaments  of 
this  elegant  altar.  The  legend  "  O  ye  who  pass  by 
the  way,  attend,  and  see  if  there  be  sorrow  like  unto 
my  sorrow,"  in  gilt  on  a  velvet  background,  enclosed 
in  a  rich  frame,  adorns  the  wall  and  a  simple prie- 
dien  occupies  a  place  in  front  of  the  altar.  Here,  at 
all  hours  of  the  day,  devoted  souls  offer,  as  Veronica 
of  old,  their  sympathy  and  love  to  the  Crucified 
Saviour,  begging  Him  to  pardon  the  indifference  of 
wicked  men.  This  shrine  that  is  productive  of  so 
much  good  was  donated  by  John  Roach,  Esq.  of 
Huntington,  Indiana.  Mr.  Roach  has  for  years  been 
a  friend  to  St.  Mary's,  and  his  name  has  found  its 
way  among  its  benefactors,  owing  to  his  generous 
donations  ;  but  Mr.  Roach  perhaps  never  made  as 
judicious  or  profitable  an  investment  as  when  he 
built  the  Holy  Face  Oratory;  for  by  so  doing  he  has 
associated  himself  with  the  Venerable  man  of  Tours, 
and  aided  in  spreading  devotion  to  the  Holy  Face, — 
a  devotion  new  in  form,  but  whose  origin  can  be 
traced  to  the  blood-stained  road  that  led  to  Calvary's 
summit. 

At  9.30  Monday  morning  a  Requiem  High  Mass 
was  offered  for  the  repose  of  the  departed  teachers 
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and  pupils  of  the  Institute.  Rev.  Father  McEvoy,  of 
Terre  Haute,  was  the  celebrant ;  Rev.  Father  Ryves, 
of  Terre  Haute,  deacon  ;  Rev.  Father  Riehle,  of  St. 
Mary's,  sub-deacon  ;  and  Mr.  E.  H.  Kramer,  a  theolo- 
gical student  from  St.  Viateur's,  master  of  ceremonies. 
The  Mass  was  solemn  and  grand.  At  its  conclusion 
Rev.  Eugene  Brady,  S.  J.,  preached  a  most  pathetic 
and  earnest  sermon,  taking  for  his  text,  "  Have  mercy 
on  me,  at  least  ye,  my  friends."  Father  Brady 
proved  the  obligations  we  are  under  to  pray  for  the 
dead,  particularly  for  those  to  whom  we  are  bound 
by  friendship,  kindred,  or  other  social  ties.  He  also 
paid  a  fitting  tribute  to  Mother  Theodore,  Sister  St. 
Francis  Xavier,  and  the  other  members  of  the  com- 
munity, the  fruit  of  whose  labors  the  present  gene- 
ration is  still  enjoying.  The  sermon  was  affecting, 
and  must  have  been  productive  of  much  good. 

At  10  A.M.  the  Indianapolis  train  brought  St. 
Mary's  most  distinguished  guest,  the  Rt.  Rev.  F.  S. 
Chatard,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Vincennes,  which  gave  a 
new  impetus  to  the  enthusiasm.  No  social  gather- 
ing of  note  in  these  parts,  affecting  the  cause  of  edu- 
cation or  the  good  of  the  country,  but  he  is  the  wel- 
comed guest.  Not  only  because  he  is  the  head  of 
the  church  in  this  locality,  but  because  of  his  estim- 
able qualities,  is  he  so  revered  by  all  classes  as  an 
honor  to  our  State.  While  quondam  pupils  were  again 
happy  to  see  "  Father  Bishop,"  as  his  children  love  to 
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style  His  Lordship,  crowds  were  anxious  to  see  him 
grace  the  scene  and  hear  the  words  of  wisdom  which, 
old  and  new,  he  takes  from  the  treasury  of  knowl- 
edge, "  profert  de  thesauro  suo  novo  ac  vetera." 

In  the  afternoon,  at  two  o'clock,  the  Rt.  Rev. 
Bishop  distributed  the  premiums  to  the  pupils  of  '91. 
The  dignified  and  easy  manners  of  the  pupils,  and 
their  generosity  when  fortune  favored  any  with  sev- 
eral premiums,  reflected  great  honor  on  the  training 
of  St.  Mary's.  Each  pupil  received  a  copy  of  the 
"  Souvenir  of  the  Golden  Jubilee,"  which  was  as 
great  a  surprise  as  it  was  a  source  of  delight  to  the 
recipients. 

After  all  the  premiums  had  been  distributed,  Miss 
Delia  Keefe,  of  class  '92,  in  the  name  of  the  school, 
presented  the  Sisters  a  purse  containing  a  hand- 
some donation,  the  pupils'  Jubilee  offering.  The 
Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  then  made  a  few  happy  and  inter- 
esting remarks  on  education,  dwelling  on  its  difficul- 
ties and  hardships,  its  pleasures  and  fruits.  Monday 
evening  was  spent  welcoming  new  guests  and  in  de- 
lightful social  intercourse.  Tuesday  morning,  at  five 
o'clock,  Masses  were  begun  in  the  Institute  oratory 
and  in  the  Convent  chapel,  and  continued  till  nine 
o'clock,  when  the  Jubilee  Mass  was  commenced. 
Rev.  John  Gueguen,  the  venerable  Chaplain  of  the 
Sisters,  was  the  celebrant.  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop  Rade- 
macher  of  Nashville,  Tenn.,  Mgr.  Bessonies  of  In- 
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dianapolis,  Rev.  J.  McGovern,  D.D.,  of  Lockport,  and 
thirty  clergymen  from  different  localities,  were  pres- 
ent in  the  sanctuary.  The  choir  san-g  Lambillotte's 
Mass  in  D.  The  singing  was  excellent  ;  the  decora- 
tions, though  simple,  were  tasteful,  and  the  services 
were  worthy  the  occasion.  The  Rt.  Rev.  Bishop 
Chatard  was  orator  of  the  day,  and  as  a  Chicago  paper 
expressed  it,  "  the  stately  Bishop  Chatard,  with  his 
pure  ascetic  features,  looked  a  true  prince  of  the 
Church  officiating  in  the  court  of  his  Master."  He 
took  for  his  text  the  words  of  the  great  apostle  to 
the  Gentiles,  "  Let  your  lives  be  hidden  with  Christ 
in  God."  The  right  reverend  orator  portrayed  with 
striking  effect  the  beauty  of  a  pure  and  holy  life, 
which,  as  he  remarked,  is  a  something  that  wields  a 
more  potent  influence  than  rapturous  eloquence  that 
sways  multitudes,  more  beautiful  in  the  sight  of  God 
and  His  angels  than  stately  marble  monuments  that 
elicit  the  wonder  of  admiring  thousands;  yet  this 
spectacle  which  God  loves  to  contemplate  may  be 
unnoticed — even  despised — by  man  and  the  great 
apostle  of  the  Gentiles  counsels  Christians  :  "  Let 
your  lives  be  hidden  with  Christ  in  God."  The 
silent  teaching  of  the  text  was  then  illustrated  in  the 
holy  life  of  Mother  Theodore  and  the  great  good 
God  chose  to  effect  through  her  instrumentality. 
The  sermon  was  a  masterly  and  scholarly  oration. 
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Two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  had  been  appointed 
for  the  former  pupils'  entertainment.  The  follow- 
ing program  was  produced  with  admirable  effect. 

PROGRAM. 

Salutatory "  Golden  Jubilee." 

Mrs.  Mitchell  (Craigie  Gunn). 
Vocal  Solo      ..."  Sweet  the  Angelus  is  Ringing." 
Mrs.  Wells  (Anna  Cabel)  accompanied  by  Mrs.  Savage  (Anna 

Weldon). 
Oration         .         .        "Greatest  Deeds  in  Silence  Wrought." 

Mrs.  Crosson  (Emma  Venneman). 
Vocal  Solo         .         .         .     "My  Heart  at  Memory's  Voice." 

Mrs.  Thomas  (Clotilde  Pilard). 

Essay         .         .         .     "  And  Doth  a  Meeting  Such  as  This." 

Mrs.  C.  A.  Goodwin  (Lucia  Stunkard). 

Vocal  Solo "  O  Salutaris." 

Marguerite  Wade. 
Grand  Quartette         ......  "  Zampa." 

Misses  Clara   Reis,   May  Trentman,  Cora  Davis,  and  Mrs. 

Winstanley  (Carrie  Crim). 
Essay         .         .         .St.  Mary's  Pupils,  Past  and  Present. 

Mrs.  Tinkham  (Carrie  Caffeen). 
Vocal  Solo         .        "  Harp  that  once  through  Tara's  Halls." 
Mrs.  Tichenor  (Mary  Williams)  accompanied  on  harp  by  Miss 

Catherine  Tooey. 

Essay         ..."  Are  St.  Mary's  Girls  a  Success  ?  " 

Mrs.  Raleigh  (Eldora  Miner). 

Vocal  Solo "Ask  of  Us  no  More." 

Mrs.   Pilard   Thomas,  accompanied   by  Miss   Eliza    Listen- 

berger. 
Essay   .    "  Higher  Education  for  Women  and  its  True  Use." 

Miss  Frances  C.  Howe. 
Finale Sacred  Chorus. 
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Perhaps  the  most  attractive  feature  of  the  lengthy 
and  varied  program  was  the  Reunion  march  sug- 
gested by  Mrs.  Hibbard  (Maud  Beatty)  of  the  class 
of  '69.  It  has  always  been  a  custom  in  the  school, 
for  the  pupils  to  march  ten  minutes  each  evening  at 
the  opening  of  recreation,  singing  a  simple,  childlike 
refrain.  All  the  old  pupils  of  the  institution  marched 
into  the  spacious  church  that  is  in  process  of  com- 
pletion, and  which  was  used  for  the  Commencement 
exercises,  across  the  stage  to  their  respective  places, 
filling  the  vast  edifice  all  the  while  with  the  sweet 
strains  of  their  old-time  ditty.  There  was  some- 
thing peculiarly  affecting  and  singularly  elegant  in 
this  number  of  the  program. 

To  see  elderly  ladies  "  wTho,"  as  one  of  them  re- 
marked in  her  essay,  "have  climbed  the  mountain- 
tops  of  life  and  are  now  descending  the  western 
slope,"  marching  with  the  simplicity  of  childhood, 
elicited  the  admiration  of  all  present,  and  reflected 
great  honor  on  the  training  that  produces  so  admira- 
ble results. 

The  march  being  over,  those  taking  part  in  the 
entertainment  took  their  places  on  the  stage,  and 
Mrs.  W.  Gunn  Mitchell,  of  '72,  stepped  forward  and 
read  the  Salutatory  "  Golden  Jubilee."  Mrs.  Mitchell 
said  that  jubilees  are  as  ancient  as  man  himself, 
hence  she  remarked  :  The  dignity  of  the  day  we 
celebrate  as  the  Golden  Jubilee  of  St.  Mary's  of  the 
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Woods  gains  prestige  by  adherence  to  a  custom 
inaugurated  centuries  since,  and  which  has  been 
perpetuated  in  many  varied  forms  as  an  expres- 
sion of  joy  and  gratitude  from  countless  human 
hearts.  Mrs.  Mitchell  then  briefly  reviewed  the 
history  of  the  Community's  work  during  the  past 
fifty  years,  extolling  the  heroism  of  those  who  left 
home  and  kindred  to  found  an  educational  institu- 
tion in  these  woods.  The  remarks  of  the  estimable 
essayist  on  education  show  that  she  has  given  this 
popular  subject  much  thought.  "  One  cannot  place," 
she  said,  "  too  high  an  estimate  upon  the  work  of 
such  as  devote  themselves  to  the  wisely  directed 
intellectual  and  moral  development  of  the  young. 
Eradicate  from  the  history  of  the  world  the  influence 
of  such  pursuits,  and  what  a  blank  remains !  Their 
precept  and  example  have  enriched  humanity  and 
moulded  the  destinies  of  countless  generations." 
Mrs.  Mitchell  remarked:  "  Scholarship  is  a  personal 
achievement,  the  result  of  great  capacities  specially 
directed," — an  achievement  to  which  Mrs.  Mitchell's 
essay  gives  her  a  right,  for  it  certainly  was  the  pro- 
duction of  a  thinker,  and  blended  with  all  was  true 
womanly  tenderness. 

"  Sweet  the  Angelus  is  Ringing,"  a  vocal  solo  by 
Mrs.  Cabel  Wells,  accompanied  by  Mrs.  Weldon 
Savage,  was  received  with  prolonged  applause,  after 
which  Mrs.    Venneman    Crosson  delighted  the    au- 
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dience  during  the  recital  of  her  unique  oration.  The 
sincere  attachment  to  Alma  Mater,  and  the  devoted 
interest  in  Christian  education  with  which  her  oration 
teemed,  was  surpassed,  if  possible,  by  her  felicity  of 
expression  and  the  appropriate  ornaments  in  which 
this  gifted  writer  clothes  her  ideas.  Her  mode  of 
delivery,  too,  was  decidedly  tasteful,  and  added 
much  to  the  oration. 

Mrs.  Pilard  Thomas  stepped  to  the  front  of  the 
stage  amid  the  plaudits  of  the  audience,  that  indi- 
cated the  universal  verdict  of  praise  passed  on  her 
soul-stirring  and  highly  cultivated  voice.  The  solo 
selected  was  peculiarly  adapted  to  bring  out  all  the 
beauties  of  a  voice  rich  in  varied  characteristics  of 
excellence,  and  was  sung  with  feeling  and  effect. 

Mrs.  Thomas  being  seated,  Mrs.  Goodwin  read  her 
essay, — a  sparkling  little  gem,  full  of  reminiscence 
and  kind  feeling.  Mrs.  Goodwin  has  a  clear  and 
agreeable  voice.  Her  style  of  reading  being  particu- 
larly pleasing,  her  articulation  distinct,  and  enuncia- 
tion excellent,  added  a  charm  of  a  special  kind  to 
her  paper.  A  vocal  solo  by  Miss  Wade,  which  was 
much  admired,  was  followed  by  "Zampa,"  an  in- 
strumental quartette  played  by  Misses  C.  Reis, 
M.  Trentman,  C.  Davis,  and  Mrs.  Winstanley.  The 
execution  was  worthy  the  finest  players  that  St. 
Mary's  sends  forth,  and  the  spacious  hall  was  flooded 
with  great  waves  of  harmonious  melody. 
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Mrs.  Tinkham,  secretary  of  the  Woman's  Relief 
Corps,  an  authoress  of  merit,  then  read  her  "  St. 
Mary's  Pupils  Past  and  Present."  The  audience 
manifested  their  appreciation  by  frequent  outbursts 
of  applause.  Though  Mrs.  Tinkham  left  St.  Mary's 
early  in  the  '50's,  her  education  has  continued  even 
to  the  present,  as  her  essay  indicated. 

Mrs.  Tinkham  described  "  St.  Mary's  when  it  lay 
as  a  bird's  nest  in  the  depth  of  the  woodland,  when 
the  old  academy,  the  village  church,  Providence, 
and  the  Chaplain's  modest  residence  were  surrounded 
by  a  forest  primeval;"  but,  she  remarked,  "  dear 
friends,  what  peaceful,  profound  comfort  to  know 
that  amidst  these  changes  of  life,  its  sunshine  and 
its  storm,  our  beloved  Alma  Mater  remains  the 
same,  growing  only  in  beauty,  grace,  and  wisdom ! 
Stately  and  beautiful  rise  the  walls  of  new  St.  Mary's, 
— ours  still,  in  its  grandeur  and  magnificence  ;  ours  in 
the  hallowed  ground  it  covers,  and  the  memories  it 
encloses;  ours  in  the  open  arms  it  reaches  forth  to 
our  daughters,  and  the  unparalleled  advantages  it 
offers  for  their  education  and  improvement." 

When  speaking  of  her  old  teachers,  Mrs.  Tinkham 
said  :  "  That  our  thoughts  have  flown  back  to  you, 
dear  Sisters  of  St.  Mary's,  many  times  with  fondest 
remembrances,  we  all  attest.  On  how  many  a  fever- 
ish couch,  and  during  how  many  an  hour  of  pain, 
have  we  dreamed  in  our  delirium  of  the  gentle  hand, 
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soft  step,  and  sweet  voice  of  loving  Sisters  who 
soothed  away  headaches  caused  by  tedious  study,  by 
caressing  our  aching  brows  until  dreamless,  peaceful 
sleep  gave  us  rest  and  health  again !  Ah !  the 
whole  world  never  brought  such  nursing  again ! 
Such  love,  such  patience,  such  devotion  is  born  of 
Christian  love ! "  Even  these  few  extracts  from 
Mrs.  Tinkham's  fine  essay  contradict  the  assertion 
so  frequently  made,  that  higher  education  renders 
woman  unfeeling,  thus  destroying  the  noblest  attri- 
bute of  her  nature. 

Mrs.  Miner  Raleigh  chose  for  her  theme,  "  Are 
St.  Mary's  Girls  a  Success."  By  careful  and  logical 
reasoning,  Mrs.  Raleigh  proved  that  convent  girls 
are  a  success,  and  are  numbered  among  the  greatest 
women  of  the  ages.  "  The  old  St.  Mary's  girls  are 
found  in  the  front  rank  of  whatever  they  undertake, 
whether  it  be  in  public,  or  in  the  interchange  of  the 
small,  sweet  courtesies  of  life." 

Mrs.  Williams  Tichenor  sang  with  marked  effect 
the  familiar,  but  never  trite,  "  Harp  that  Once 
through  Tara's  Halls."  Mrs.  Tichenor's  voice  is 
remarkable  for  culture  and  a  rare  blending  of  sweet- 
ness and  richness  that  makes  her  singing  charmingly 
delightful,  as  the  storm  of  applause  at  the  conclusion 
testified.  The  harp  accompaniment  by  Miss  C. 
Tooey,  was  also  highly  praised. 

The  last  and  most  lengthy  paper  of  the  program 
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was  "  The  Higher  Education  of  Woman,"  by  Miss 
Frances  R.  Howe.  The  subject  gave  the  learned 
and  gifted  authoress  ample  scope  for  thought,  and 
her  paper  proved  that  the  essayist  has  learned  to 
distinguish  between  knowledge  and  wisdom,  and, 
what  is  more  rarely  learned,  that  education  is 
deficient  in  which  these  two  are  not  combined. 
Miss  Howe  proved  that  woman's  province  is  home, 
either  as  wife,  mother,  daughter,  or  in  the  seclusion 
of  the  convent  that  does  not  exclude  the  sacredness 
of  home  and  home  duties  from  its  precincts. 
"  Home  is  a  portion  of  our  Christian  heritage,  and 
Christians  should  make  their  homes  sanctuaries  of 
religion  and  of  moral  excellence,  wherein  woman,  join- 
ing mind  to  heart,  should  exercise  a  perpetual  priest- 
hood. .  .  .  The  studies  belonging  to  the  higher  aca- 
demic course  can  all  serve  the  purposes  of  the  home 
sanctuary,  all  assist  a  mistress  of  a  household  to  pre- 
serve a  Christian  spirit  in  her  family,  aiding  her  to 
undo  sectarian  and  agnostic  controversy  on  the  minds 
of  those  under  her  care."  Miss  Howe  then  took  up 
each  study  of  the  academic  course,  and  proved  that 
each  branch  has  its  own  special  need  and  purpose  in 
forming  the  woman  of  culture. 

To  sum  up,  we  shall  quote  from  a  notice  in  the 
Indianapolis  "  Record,"  July,  1891.  "  The  entertain- 
ment was  in  every  particular  an  honor  to  St.  Mary's 
graduates.     The  music,  both  vocal  and  instrumental, 
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was  of  a  high  order,  of  excellence ;  the  essays  be- 
spoke scholarly  attainments,  womanly  tenderness, 
delicacy  of  sentiment,  correctness  of  taste,  and  a 
strength  of  character  that  redound  to  the  honor  of 
an  institution  that  does  not  eliminate  God  or  Chris- 
tian morality  from  its  system  of  education,  but,  on 
the  contrary,  makes  them  the  basis  of  its  curriculum. 
A  striking  evidence  of  the  excellence  of  the  training 
of  the  Sisters  of  Providence  is  that  the  *  fruit  re- 
mains.' Many  of  the  ladies  who  read  papers  left 
school  early  in  the  '50's,  yet  their  prettily  wrorded 
essays,  smooth  and  flowing  periods,  easy  and  grace- 
ful delivery,  simple  and  elegant  manners,  might  well 
do  honor  to  a  polished  class  just  laying  aside  their 
rhetoric  and  elocution." 

Wednesday  morning,  at  nine  o'clock,  the  Com- 
mencement exercises  given  by  the  pupils  of  '91  took 
place.  The  following  program  will  indicate  that 
the  exquisite  and  classic  taste  of  the  faculty  of  St. 
Mary's  never  deteriorates. 

A.  M.  D.  G. 

Fiftieth   Annual   Commencement,    St.    Mary's   Aca- 
demic Institute,  Wednesday,  June  24,  1891. 

PROGRAM. 

Salutatory       ......         Miss  E.  Hughes. 

Chorus  .         .    "  Hark!  the  Jubilee  Bells  are  Ringing." 

Accompanists  :  Pianos — Misses  F.  Spencer,  L.  Runge. 

Seraphine — Miss  L.  Thompson. 

Organ — Miss  L.  Hurley. 
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Essay  .         .         .         "A  Noble  Means  to  a  Noble  End." 

Miss  Dittemore. 

L'Elisire  d'Amore Donizetti. 

Pianos — Misses  E.  Hughes,  L.  Alfrey,  D.  Keefe,  S.  Hag- 
gerty,  N.  Rogers,  S.    Bingham,  S.  Joseph,  and 
B.  Curry. 
Seraphine — Miss  F.  Spencer. 
Organ — Miss  L.  Hurley. 
Address  to  Former  Pupils  .         .         Miss  M.  Pefferman. 

Concerto,  G.  Moll       .....  Mendelssohn. 

Miss  O'Donnell. 
Accompaniment,  2d  Piano — Miss  J.  O'Donald. 

Essay "  Truth  Upward  Leads." 

Miss  Breen. 
National  Chorus 

Solo,  Miss  D.  Boucher. 
Accompanists:  Pianos — Misses  L.  Thompson,  L.  Hurley. 
Organ — Miss  L.  Runge. 
Seraphine — Miss  B.  O'Donnell. 
Essay        .        .        "Art  is  True,  when  Art  to  God  is  True." 

Miss  Clune. 
Air  D'Isabelle,  Le  Pre  Aux  Clercs        .        .        .         Harold. 

Solo,  Miss  Breen. 
Accompanists  :  Piano — Miss  Ragor. 

Seraphine — Miss  D.  Boucher. 
Essay   .    "There  are  Poems  Unwritten  and  Songs  Unsung." 

Miss  Goben. 
Martha 

Harps — Misses  Ragor  and  Clune. 
Violin — Miss  G.  Gagen. 

Essay "  The  Home  of  Science." 

Miss  Ragor. 
Inflammatus,         .......         Rossini. 

Accompanists:  Pianos — Misses  L.  Hurley  and  L.  Runge. 
Seraphine — Miss  L.  Thompson. 
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Organ — Miss  A.  Reaume. 
Harps — Misses  Ragor  and  Clune. 

Concerto  Op.  16 De  Beriot. 

Seraphine — Miss  O'Donnell. 
Piano — Miss  J.  O'Donald. 
"The  Angel's  Record,"  Tribute  to   Mother  Theodore,  our 

Beloved  Foundress. 

Misses   F.   Spencer,   M.   Gagen,   B.  Piatt,  L.  Thompson.  S. 

Bingham,  and  B.  O'Donnell. 

Overture,  Masaniello Auber. 

Pianos — Misses  Ragor,  Dittemore,  Clune,  L.  Thompson, 
A.  Reaume,  B.  O'Donnell,  L.  Hurley,  L.  Runge. 
Seraphine — Miss  O'Donnell. 
Organ — Miss  D.  Boucher. 
Essay,  "  Faith  Unto  Reason  Gives  the  Light  to  Guide  us  in 
the  Way  of  Knowledge  and  Virtue." 
Miss  O'Donnell. 
Chorus,  "  Te  Deum,"      .  Lambillotte. 

Accompanists:  Pianos — Misses  L.  Thompson,  F.  Spencer. 
Seraphine — Miss  B.  O'Donnell. 
Organ — Miss  L.  Runge. 
Harps — Misses  Ragor  and  Clune. 

AWARDING   OF   GOLD   MEDALS   AND   CROWNS. 

Honors  Graduate. 
Diplomas  and  laureate  wreaths  conferred  on  Miss  Clune, 
Miss  O'Donnell,  Miss  Goben,  Miss  Ragor,  Miss  Dittemore, 
Miss  Breen. 

Those  who  have  read  the  essays  of  St.  Mary's 
graduates  that  have  found  their  way  into  this  vol- 
ume have  a  good  idea  of  the  merit  of  the  literary 
productions,  both  prose  and  verse,  that  are  given  the 
public  on  Commencement  days  at  St.  Mary's.     The 
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essays  read  by  the  graduates  of  '91  were  in  no  way 
inferior  to  those  of  other  years,  and  their  merit 
entitles  them  to  be  found  in  full  in  this  brief  notice 
of  the  Golden  Jubilee,  but  it  detracts  nothing  from 
their  superior  excellence  to  be  unnoticed  and  unseen. 
However,  in  consideration  of  the  theme,  we  give 
space  to  the  "  Angel's  Record." 

THE   ANGEL'S    RECORD. 

What  means  this  air  of  gladness,  this  festive,  bright  array, 
And  why  this  great  rejoicing  within  our  gates  to-day  ? 
What  mystic  import  hath  the  word  so  oft  we  hear  thee  tell  ? 
"Golden!"  some  power  strange  of  magic  'round  its  accents 

seems  to  dwell. 
Does  it  tell  Aurora's  beauties,  that  to  our  eyes  unfold 
The  Orient's  glowing  splendors — hues  of  purple  and  of  gold, 
Or  of  our  grand  old  forests,  aglow  at  close  of  day, 
Or  distant  hills  reflecting  the  sinking  sun's  last  ray? 
Ah,  no  !     Not  morning's  splendors,  nor  those  of  eventide, 
But  other  themes  far  nobler  are  echoed  far  and  wide. 
Our  Convent's  anniversary  to  us  this  date  endears, 
To-day  completes  a  cycle,  bright  with  fifty  golden  years 
Since  first  the  little  mustard-seed,  beneath  this  virgin  sod, 
In   dauntless  faith  was  planted  by  our  Mother — "Gift   of 

God." 

Oft-times  at  holy  even,  when  profounder  silence  steals, 

And  like  a  gentle  guardian  the  weary  spirit  seals, 

When  floats  the  sound  of  evening  bells  upon  the  hallowed 

air, 
These  ancient  woods  seem  whisp'ring  low,  as  if   in   silent 

prayer. 
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And.  as  their  mystic  shadows  softly  cover  hill  and  dell, 
The  angels  hover  close  'round  the  spot  they  love  so  well, 
And  to  my  eager  spirit  they  this  story  often  tell. 

In  sunny  France,  long  years  ago,  in  far-off  Brittany, 

Where  the  River  Loire  in  rippling  waves  flows  onward  toward 

the  sea, 
In  a  home  where  God's  bright  angels  e'er  their  tireless  vigils 

kept 
O'er  all  its  favored  inmates,  there  a  new-born  infant  slept. 
"  Gaudeamus  et  Isetemus  !"  was  the  mother's  happy  sigh  ; 
"Alleluia,  alleluia," — and  the  angels  from  on  high, 
Lowly  bending,  blent  their  voices  in  rejoicings  at  her  birth, 
For  to  them  wras  known  the  mission  of  this  infant's  soul  on 

earth. 
No  token  strange,  no  sign  was  there,  her  advent  to  proclaim, 
But  the  Lord  of  lords,  and   King  of  kings,  to  glorify  His 

name, 
This  soul  had  chosen  for  Himself  and  filled  it  with  His  love, 
That  she,  through  ardent  zeal  for  Him,  might  others  lead 

above. 
E'en  as  among  pure  lilies  He  His  beauty  loves  to  trace, 
And   fashions  them   with  tender  care,  so,  in  this  soul  His 

grace 
He  lavished;   and,  that  all  who  saw  His  handwork  might 

adore, 
He  gave  her  beauty  greater  far  than  that  the  lilies  wore. 
A  beauty  whose  unearthly  charms  no  flight  of  years  can  dim, 
The  beauty  of  His  holiness,  the  likeness  unto  Him. 

Years  have  flown,  and  o'er  her  life-page  left  no  shadow  of 

their  care, 
Never  has  earth's  sordid  sorrow  touched  her  brow  so  calmly 

fair : 
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All  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  blessing,  knows  her  soul  no  thought 
of  strife, 

And  she  stands  a  gentle  maiden  where  divides  the  path  of 
life. 

Just  before  her  is  a  vision,  rising  beautiful  and  bright 

Friends  and  honors,  wealth  and  pleasure,  sweetly  there  her 
soul  invite. 

Down  a  path  so  straight  and  narrow,  where  is  naught  of 
earthly  dross, 

Walk  the  lovely  sister  virtues  in  the  pale  light  of  the  Cross. 

Fullest  moment  that  will  echo  throughout  all  eternity! 

Angels  wait  her  soul's  decision, — earth  or  heaven  will  it  be? 

Will  she  all  her  chaste  affections  give  to  creatures  here  be- 
low, 

And  the  souls  on  her  depending,  will  they  unattended  go? 

Raising,  then  her  eyes  to  heaven,  breathes  she  forth  this 
prayer  so  sweet, 

"Speak,  O  Lord,  Thy  servant  heareth  ;  guide,  oh  guide  my 
willing  feet." 

Soft  upon  the  silence  breathing  comes  His  loving  "  Follow 
me, 

Sweet  my  yoke  and  light  my  burden,  come  and  I  will  com- 
fort thee." 

And  this  winning  invitation,  coming  from  its  heavenly 
source, 

Falls  upon  her  heart  so  docile  and  at  once  decides  her 
course. 

And  within  this  maiden's  bosom  now  a  holy  ardor  burns, 

On  the  happy  home  of  childhood  one  last,  loving  look  she 
turns. 

Hastes  she  then  to  convent's  quiet, — oh !  the  sacrifice  sub- 
lime, 

For  she  leaves  a  world  of  pleasure  in  the  ardor  of  life's  prime. 

There  with  faith  and  love  she  follows  in  the  paths  her 
Saviour  trod, 
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There  she  daily  sings  the  praises  of  the  providence  of  God. 
Now  her  heritage  to  labor  in  the  coarse  religious  dress, 
And  God's  children  now  to  solace,  now  to  comfort  and  to 

bless. 
Grand  and  self-forgetting  mission,  of  her  noble  womanhood 
Sweetest,  best,  and  full  fruition,  "  she  hath  done  whate'er  she 

could." 
But  not  for  thee,  O  favored  France,  is  her  great  destiny, 
To  till  a  new  and  virgin  soil  her  work  on  earth  must  be. 
And  as  she  labors  'mong  her  poor  a  voice  divinely  sweet, 
In  accents  low  and  pleading,  seems  forever  to  repeat : 
■"  O  hearken,  chosen  daughter,  unto  me  incline  thine  ear, 
Forget  thy  well-beloved  France,  thy  native  hills  so  dear  ; 
In  land  that  I  shall  show  to  thee  beyond  the  rolling  main 
Wide  fields  for  thee  are  waiting,  bending  'neath  the  ripening 

grain  ; 
The  harvest  great,  the  gleaners  few,  in  these  fields  across  the 

sea, 
So  come,  my  daughter,  come,  and  I  thy  rich  reward  will  be. 

*•  Alleluia,  Alleluia,"  now  again  is  sung  on  high 

By  the  angel  choirs  exultant,  as  her  soul  makes  sweet  reply, 

"  Here,   dear  Lord,  behold  Thy  handmaid,  Thy  most  high 

and  holy  will 
Is  my  joy,  my  consolation,  my  sole  pleasure  to  fulfil. " 

The  soft  October  sunbeams,  away  in  the  distant  west, 
Were  tinting  up  a  landscape  as  they  gently  crept  to  rest  ; 
With  tinkling  bells  the  lowing  herd  beyond  a  farmcot  grazed, 
The  golden-rod  its  stately  head  o'er  all  the  heather  raised. 
Against  the  sky  the  proud  oaks  waved,  the  lords  of  virgin 

wood, 
As,  wrapped  in  sombre  coats  of  mail,  like  sentinels  they  stood, 
Guarding  the  lonely  solitude;  their  primal  beauty  wild, 
By  woodman's  desecrating  axe,  had  ne'er  yet  been  defiled. 
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And  o'er  and  o'er,  as  suppliants,  their  rosaries  they  told 

At  every  salutation  fell  their  leaves  of  red  and  gold. 

This  grand,  majestic  forest,  in  its  autumnal  glow, 

Was  the  convent  home  called  Providence,  just  fifty  years 

ago, 
By  a  group   of  dark-robed  travellers — their  weary  journey 

o'er 
Whose  loved  and  noble  leader  was — dear  Mother  Theodore. 
She,  with  five  daughters  brave   and  true,  had    hastened   to 

obey 
The  Master's  gentle  bidding.     'Twas  night  she  knelt  to  pray 
Two  thousand  leagues  from  Ruille,  where  in  calm  and  blest 

repose 
The  inmates  of  her  convent  slept ;  then  tremblingly  arose 
The  words  of  the  "  Reunion."     What!  Did  that  brave  bosom 

swell, 
Was  that  a  sigh,  was  that  a  tear,  that  rose  and   trembling 

fell  ? 
Ah,   true, — but    'twas — oh  that    for  such    a  cause  were   all 

the  tears  that  fall, 
That,  while  in  ease  His  creatures  dwelt,  Himself,  the  Lord 

of  all, 
Who  left  His  Father's  mansion  and  glory-circled  throne, 
Should   have  on  earth    for  love  of  us,  a  dwelling-place  so 

lone  ! 
No  temple  fair,  with  gleaming  spire,  up-pointed  to  the  sky, 
No  golden  cross  its  story  told  to  weary  passer-by  : 
A  cabin  rude,  where  wild  flowers  oped  their   petals  to  the 

sun, 
Was  all  that  marked  the  dwelling  of  the  high  and  holy  One. 

The  evening's  tinted  sunbeams  their  golden  radiance  shed 
As  we  walk  with  rev'rent  footfall  where  sleep   the  hallowed 
dead. 
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And  passing  by  a  lowly  mound,  where  for  thirty  years  and 

more 
The  grass  has  grown,  we  read  the  name  of  Mother  Theodore. 
No  costly  works  of  sculptor's  art  in  splendor  o'er  her  rise, 
No  storied  marble  tells  the  world  of  noble  sacrifice  ; 
A  cross,  in  silent  eloquence,  by  far  can  better  tell 
The  sweet  life-story  of  the  one  who  bore  it  nobly,  well. 
'Tis  written  above,  where  time  can  ne'er  its  characters  efface 
'Tis  written  here,  at  every  glance  its  golden  lines  we  trace. 
Just  fifty  years  have  passed  away,  and  from  the  lonely  glade 
Where    'round   her   first  the   Autumn    leaves  their  golden 

cov'ring  laid, 
Arise  these  sacred  convent  walls,  and,  glowing  in  the  sun, 
A  temple,  where  will  soon  repose  the  high  and  holy  One. 
And  not  alone  these  towers  rise,  her  glory  to  proclaim, 
But  work  far  more  enduring  perpetuates  her  name. 
The  tiny  seeds  of  faith  she  sowed  along  the  desert  way 
Are  yielding  up  their  "  hundredfold  "  of  golden  fruit  to-day. 
These  works  her  zeal  and  love  proclaim,  and  aye  forever- 
more 
Will  live  the  name  we  all  revere,  dear  Mother  Theodore. 
And  we  know  that  though  she  resteth  here  her  spirit  sleep- 

eth  not, 
But  o'er  her  children  watcheth  still, —  "Cor  meum  vigilat." 

"  The  program,"  says  the  Indianapolis  "  Record/' 
"  was  worthy  of  the  Golden  Jubilee.  The  musical 
selections  were  standard,  and  manifested  a  predilec- 
tion for  the  classic,  and  the  execution  was  effective 
and  excellent.  The  choruses  were  magnificent;  the 
accompaniments  on  piano,  organ,  harp,  seraphine, 
and  violoncello  were  exquisite.  The  essays  were 
rich  in  philosophical  and  literary  merit." 
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Miss  O'Donnell's  essay  being  finished,  Hon.  D. 
Turpie,  the  Indiana  Senator,  delivered  the  oration 
of  the  day,  taking  for  his  theme,  "  Influence  of 
Education   in  the  Formation  of  Correct  Taste." 

In.  his  eloquent  discourse  the  Senator  dwelt  on 
the  various  applications  of  the  term  "taste,"  and  the 
effect  of  education  in  forming  a  taste  that  is  correct 
and  delicate.  When  referring  to  the  term  when 
used  to  express  a  suitable  demeanor,  a  certain 
readiness  to  appreciate  a  situation  with  all  its  con- 
ditions, which  determines  at  the  moment  the  best 
and  most  delicate  and  proper  mode  of  action,  the 
honorable  speaker  said  :  "  It  is  very  gratifying  to 
the  friends  and  patrons  of  this  institution  that  from 
its  very  origin  deportment  has  formed  one  of  the 
principal  studies  in  its  course. 

"  Studies,  I  say,  because  our  personal  demeanor 
ought  to  be  the  subject  of  most  serious  study  and 
attention. 

"  To  be  prepared  to  decide  and  to  do  that  which 
is  at  all  times  proper  and  most  fitting  is  one  of  the 
principal  objects  of  all  education,  and  especially  of 
the  training  of  that  sex  which  we  have  so  much 
reason  to  regard  as  the  arbiter  of  just  taste  and 
elegant  decorum." 

In  speaking  of  taste  as  regards  dress,  the  Senator 
remarked  :  "  Fashion  is  another  effect  of  taste — 
doubtless  too  often  of  a  false  taste.     It  purports  to 
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establish  a  model,  an  ensample  of  ornament  and 
apparel  such  as  the  best  fancy  from  year  to  year 
may  approve.  Now,  whatever  be  thought  of  the 
thing  itself,  this  pretension  is  a  high  one.  .  .  .  Let  us 
be  well  persuaded  that  no  daughter  of  St.  Mary's 
leaving  the  halls  of  this  pleasing  Alma  Mater  will, 
in  the  matter  of  adornment,  forget  the  style  in  favor 
here. 

"  She  may  look  at  and  purchase  wares  from 
among  the  very  brilliant  display  of  modern  bijou- 
terie;  she  may  admire  tne  choicest  sets  and  caskets 
of  Duhme  or  Tiffany ;  but  whatever  else  may  be 
looked  at  or  examined,  let  her  remember  that 
Master  of  Antique,  that  elegant  and  polished  Arti- 
ficer— who  long  ago  worked  at  Rome,  at  Joppa,  at 
Jerusalem.  His  gems  and  jewels,  very  precious,  are 
yet  to  be  found  ;  they  are  still  worn — above  all,  that 
lovely  coronet,  '  the  ornament  of  a  meek  and  quiet 
spirit.' "  The  Senator  then  spoke  at  length  on  the 
higher  meaning  of  the  term  "  taste,"  which  denotes 
the  faculty  of  discerning  the  beauty  and  sublimity, 
symmetry,  and  proportion,  that  exist  in  the  master- 
works  of  literature  and  art,  clearly  demonstrating  the 
effect  of  well-systematized  education  in  developing, 
and  in  a  measure  perfecting,  this  faculty  of  the 
human  mind  ;  after  which  he  referred  in  a  most 
complimentary  manner  to  the  share  the  Sisters  take 
in  forming  and  disseminating  the  elements  of  cor- 
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rect  taste  throughout  the  United  States,  and  most 
beautifully  and  delicately  spoke  his  appreciation  of 
the  Order  of  Providence  and  its  educational  system, 
saying:  "  I  was  in  some  strait  as  to  the  propriety  of 
mentioning,  even  upon  this  occasion,  so  fitting,  the 
achievements  of  that  sisterhood  of  the  noble  Order 
of  Providence,  who  have  planted  and  so  long  fos- 
tered upon  the  soil  of  our  commonwealth  this  seat  of 
piety  and  learning.  The  being — the  existence — of 
that  Order  may  be  said  very  much  to  resemble  the 
floweret  chosen  as  the  symbol,  the  emblem,  of  St. 
Mary's  of  the  Woo"ds,  graven  upon  its  seal.  The 
modest  violet  lives  near  the  ground,  half  hidden  by 
its  own  leaves,  but  its  delicate  perfume  is  not  lost,  is 
not  shed  in  vain.  The  tiny  bloom  is  sought,  it  is 
gathered  ;  it  is  woven  upon  many  a  breast  with 
as  much  of  the  pride  of  comeliness,  and  it  has  as 
choice  a  function,  as  the  rose,  superb  in  crimson 
grandeur,  or  the  stately  lily  in  her  stainless  garb 
of  white." 

The  eloquent  address  was  followed  by  the  award- 
ing of  medals  and  crowns,  and  conferring  diplomas 
and  laureate  wreaths  on  the  six  graduates.  A  hand- 
some gold  medal  was  awarded  to  Miss  Mary  Breen, 
of  Loogootee,  for  proficiency  in  vocal  music,  and  an 
equally  handsome  one  was  conferred  on  Miss  Maud 
O'Donnell  for  instrumental  music.  Many  pupils  in 
all  the  departments  drew  for  the  gold  medals  given 
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for  excellence  of  deportment  and  a  certain  per 
centage  in  Christian  doctrine.  After  the  conferring 
of  diplomas,  the  Right  Reverend  Bishop  made  a  few 
appropriate  remarks,  delivered  in  his  own  happy 
style,  in  which  he  congratulated  the  Sisters,  friends, 
patrons,  and  pupils  of  the  institution  on  the  great 
good  accomplished  during  the  last  half-century. 
The  right  reverend  speaker  complimented  the 
pupils,  past  and  present,  saying  :  "I  thought  yester- 
day the  present  generation  would  have  to  strive  for 
their  laurels  ;  but  I  am  glad  to  confer  these  laurel 
wreaths  to-day,  for  they  have  been  honorably  won." 
Lambillotte's  grand  Te  Deinn  was  a  fitting  close  to 
so  excellent  a  program.  It  was  1.30  when  the  mul- 
titude began  to  issue  in  veritable  streams  of  human 
beings  from  the  vast  edifice,  wherein  there  had  not 
been  standing-room  during  four  hours. 

The  Sisters  had  planned  a  reunion  dinner  to  be  a 
leading  feature  of  Wednesday's  programme.  All  old 
pupils  were  requested  to  register,  and  each  received  a 
ticket  of  admission  to  the  spacious  dining-hall.  It 
certainly  was  one  of  the  most  enjoyable  of  the  jubilee 
festivities,  and  the  ladies  partook  with  a  relish  of  the 
intellectual  banquet  that  interchange  of  thought 
among  the  scholarly  and  cultured  ever  affords. 

The  Indianapolis  "  Record"  very  truthfully  re- 
marked :  "  The  rainbow  tints  from  clusters  of  dia- 
monds that  were  fastened  on  swan-like  throats  and 
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adorned  honored  hands  filled  the  room  with  a  flood 
of  light  that  was  surpassed  only  by  the  polished 
manners,  the  genuine  refinement,  the  delicate  atten- 
tions to  strangers,  and  the  earnest,  warm-hearted 
devotedness  that  bound  together  those  who  had 
come  from  distant  homes  and  scattered  friends  to 
celebrate  the  golden  jubilee  of  their  Alma  Mater." 

Trains  and  carriages  took  hundreds  from  the  insti- 
tution, and  the  last  rays  of  Wednesday's  sun  fell  on 
but  a  scanty  remnant  of  the  mighty  multitude  that 
had  that  day  sounded  the  praises  of  an  institution 
that  lies  hidden  in  a  woodland. 

The  Jubilee  offerings  and  the  donations  of  other 
devoted  friends  to  the  new  church  fund  will  be  com- 
bined and  used  to  purchase  a  handsome  marble  high 
altar  for  the  magnificent  church  now  almost  com- 
pleted. This  altar  will  be  a  constant  reminder  of 
the  generosity  and  devotedness  of  those  for  whose 
benefit  it  is  a  pleasure  to  labor  even  unto  death. 

For  several  weeks  every  mail  brought  letters 
thanking  the  Sisters  for  hospitality,  and  assuring 
them  of  the  pleasure  and  benefit  they  had  derived 
from  being  guests  at  the  Reunion.  On  his  arrival 
home,  Senator  Turpie  wrote  :  "  Daughter  Ella  and 
myself  reached  home  safely.  The  Jubilee  was  in- 
deed golden.  It  will  be  one  of  the  most  pleasant  of 
our  recollections  in  life."  A  previous  engagement 
prevented  Governor  Hovey's  being  present,  which 
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was    much    regretted.     He    wrote :    "  I    hope    the 
Golden  Jubilee  will  be  a  success." 

Thus  the  scholastic  year  of  '91 — the  semi-centennial 
— went  out  in  a  flame  of  glory  ;  but  that  which  added 
most  to  the  brilliant  pageantr  the  crowning  joy  of 
the  celebration,  was  a  cable-telegram  from  Rome, 
bringing  papal  benediction  from  our  Holy  Father, 
Leo  XIII.,  to  the  Sisters  of  Providence  and  their 
pupils. 

Beatissime  Pater, 

Sorores  a  Providentia,  annum  L  a  fundatione  in 
hac  diocesi  celebrantes,  Tibi  omnia  fausta  auspicantes, 
Benedictionem  petunt. 

F.  S.  Chatard,  Ep.  Vincennopolitanus. 

THE  ANSWER. 

Summus  Pontifex  gratus  benedicit  Sorores  a 
Providentia. 

Card.  Rampolla. 

translation. 

Most  Holy  Father, 

The  Sisters  of  Providence  are  celebrating  the  fif- 
tieth anniversary  of  their  foundation  in  this  diocese. 
Wishing  you  every  blessing,  they  ask  Your  Bene- 
diction. 

F.  S.  Chatard,  Bishop  of  Vincennes. 
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THE  ANSWER. 

Our    Supreme    Pontiff,    grateful    for   their    kind 
wishes,  blesses  the  Sisters  of  Providence. 

Cardinal  Rampolla. 

This  crowning  gift  was  received  only  on  June  26th, 
owing  to  some  delay  in  the  wires.  The  blessing  of 
a  parent  is  something  highly  valued,  it  is  regarded  as 
a  coveted  treasure,  an  unspeakable  joy,  a  great  good. 
Praiseworthy  are  such  sentiments.  How  true,  how 
deep,  how  holy,  then,  must  have  been  the  joy,  the 
untold  happiness,  the  perfecting  finish  that  the  bless- 
ing of  Leo  XIII.,  the  father  of  all  the  faithful, 
Christ's  Vicar  on  earth,  brought  to  the  Jubilee  cele- 
bration. The  Papal  Benediction  has  an  intrinsic 
value,  and  is  ever  comforting  and  assuring  ;  but  the 
blessing  of  Leo  XIII.  is  doubly  appreciated  by  the 
Sisters  of  Providence.  God  at  all  times  has  raised 
up  able  men  to  enlighten  and  guide  His  chosen 
people,  and  one  of  the  chief  among  them  is  the  dis- 
tinguished and  learned  teacher  who  occupies  the 
chair  of  Peter  to-day.  The  solitary  star  ablaze  on 
the  family  escutcheon  of  the  Pecci  was  an  appro- 
priate presage  of  the  brilliant  light  that  Leo  XIII. 
"  Lumen  in  ccelo,"  has  been  called  to  shed  over  both 
hemispheres.  In  this  intellectual  age,  when  the  con- 
flict is  not  with  material  forces,  but  with  power  of  in- 
tellect ;  when  the  enemies  of  Christianity  are  using 
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every  effort  to  disprove  the  doctrines  of  Holy 
Church, — how  consoling  to  know  that  the  leader  of 
all  Christian  peoples  is  the  one  whose  knowledge  is 
so  far-seeing,  whose  wisdom  is  so  penetrating  that 
he  can  solve  the  perplexing  questions  of  the  age  ! 
The  intellectual  giant  occupying  the  most  exalted 
position  on  earth,  the  guiding-star  of  all  Christian 
nations,  the  teacher  of  all  mankind,  is  the  brilliant 
star  of  the  Pecci  shedding  a  radiance  over  the 
entire  earth,  a  light  to  even  the  most  benighted  of 
Christ's  flock.  And  His  were  the  hands  that  were 
raised  in  benediction  over  the  Sisters  of  Providence, 
blessing  their  work  and  asking  God's  blessing  to 
descend  on  their  efforts.  Tearfully  and  gratefully 
did  the  Sisters  receive  this  benediction.  The  Jubilee 
has  passed  ;  another  cycle  has  been  begun  ;  the  sor- 
rows, the  annoyances,  the  contradictions  that  fall  to 
those  whose  work  is  to  teach  the  young,  to  mould 
their  characters,  and  make  them  true  Christians,  will 
be  experienced  in  the  future  as  in  the  past :  but 
there  will  ever  be  a  strength,  an  unspeakable  cour- 
age, found  in  recalling  the  fact  that  all  the  works  of 
the  Sisters  of  Providence  have  been  blessed  by  His 
Holiness,  the  great  Pontiff,  Leo  XII] . 
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i860. 

Miss  Rose  Howe ....  Chicago,  111. 

1862. 
Miss  Sarah  McGaughey Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

1863. 
Miss  Juliette  Barnes Bloomington,  Ind. 

1865. 

Miss  Libbie  Coughlin Indianapolis,  Ind. 

Miss  Alice  Scott. Logansport,  Ind. 

Miss  Elizabeth  Whittemore Kankakee,  111. 

Miss  Margaret  Walsh Edinburgh,  Ind. 

1866. 
Miss  Libbie  Moore Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

1867. 

Miss  Anna  Weldon Covington,  Ind. 

Miss  Sophie  Jaques Clinton,  Ind. 

Miss  Cornelia  Tarkington .Indianapolis,  Ind. 

1868. 

Miss  Belle  Dorey St.  Louis,  Mo. 

Miss  Alice  Bethel Newburg,  Ind. 

Miss  Ida  Richardson Delhi,  Ohio. 
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1S69. 

Miss  Frances  R.  Howe Chicago,  111. 

Miss  Eldora  Miner Newburg,  Ind. 

Miss  Anna  Beatty Cardington,  Ohio. 

Miss  Medora  Eberwine .Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

Miss  Sarah  Ball Lafayette,  Ind. 

1S70. 

M  iss  Orlena  Jones Tuscola,  111. 

Miss  Emma  Johnston Charleston,  111. 

1871. 

Miss  Olivia  Gardner Champaign,  111. 

Miss  Anna  Holloway Shelby ville,  111. 

1872. 

Miss  Graigie  Gunn Bedford,  Ind. 

Miss  Julia  Hickcox  Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

Miss  Clotilde  Pilard Vincennes,  Ind. 

Miss  Alice  Baugh Centralia,  111. 

Miss  Emma  Bell Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

Miss  Anna  Jordan Chicago,  111. 

1S73. 

Miss  Nona  Ryan Indianapolis,  Ind. 

M  iss  Ed ith  Newcomb Whitewater,  Wis. 

1874. 
Miss  Estelle  Jordan Chicago,  111. 

1S75. 

Miss  Fannie  Sherin Lafayette,  Ind. 

Miss  Ida  Jewett Jeffersonville,  Ind. 

1876. 

Miss  Anna  McSheffry " Champaign,  111. 

Miss  Mary  O'Kane Champaign,  111. 

i877. 

Miss  Fannie  Brand Lexington,  Ky. 

Miss  Mary  Doherty Madison,  Ind. 
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Miss  Lillian  Scholl Indianapolis,  Ind. 

Miss  Miranda  Rogers , Marva,  111. 

Miss  Caroline  Brake Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

Miss  Ellen  Mug Lafayette,    Ind. 

Miss  Bridget  O'Donnell Vincennes,  Ind. 

1878. 

Miss  Maud  Helm Peru,  Ind. 

Miss  Frances  Fetter . Peru,  Ind. 

Miss  Florence  Connolly Camargo,  111. 

Miss  Nellie  Shannon Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

Miss  Frances  Wilhoit Charleston,   111. 

Miss  Mary  McHugh Lafayette,  Ind. 

Miss  Mary  Curn Indianapolis,  Ind. 

Miss  Lucia  Stunkard Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

1879. 

Miss  Maud  Mercer  Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

Miss  Mary  Coff man Sullivan,  Ind. 

Miss  Mary  Price Brazil,  Ind. 

Miss  Mary  Ward Indianapolis,  Ind. 

Miss  Anna  Bell ,  . .  .Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

1880. 

Miss  Nellie  Davis Anderson,  Ind. 

Miss  Ada  Briscoe Westfield,  111. 

Miss  Jennette  Rogers Decatur,  111. 

Miss  Ella  McKinney Fairview,  Ind. 

Miss  Alice  Cullen Indianapolis,  Ind. 

1881. 

Miss  Jessie  Taber Logansport,  Ind. 

Miss  Emma  Venneman Evansville,  Ind. 

Miss  Laura  Sansberry Anderson,   Ind. 

Miss  Georgia  Crawford Moresville,  Ind. 

Miss  Emma  Sholem Paris,  111. 

1882. 

Miss  Laura  Cammerer Chrisman,  111. 

Miss  Elizabeth  Collins Terre  Haute,  Ind. 
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Miss  Martha  Mancourt Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

Miss  Mary  Nester Detroit,  Mich. 

Miss  Catharine  Burke Washington,  Ind. 

Miss  Margaret  McSheffry Champaign,  111. 

Miss  Margaret  Duffey Lafayette,   Ind. 

1SS3. 

Miss  Mary  Helm Grayville,  111. 

Miss  Maud  Powers Okiey,  111. 

Miss  Nane  Head Danville,   111.  • 

Miss  Ellen  Bigham Indianapolis,  Ind. 

Miss  Mary  Cawley Greencastle,  Ind. 

Miss  Willia  Richmond Kokomo,  Ind. 

Miss  Ellen  Taylor Port  Huron,  Mich. 

1884. 

Miss  America  Cale Poseyville,  Ind. 

M  iss  Zeruah  Briscoe Westfield,  111. 

Miss  Jennie  Shannon Kansas  City,  Mo. 

Miss  Elizabeth  Wheat Paradise,  111. 

Miss  Fannie  Kleeman Shelbyville,  111. 

Miss  Effie  Rogers Decatur,  111. 

M  iss  Sarah  Wright .  .  .  . , Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

Miss  Mary  Tacket Shelbyville,  111. 

Miss  Daisy  Tinkham Homer,  111. 

M iss  Lulu  Robinson Marshall,  111. 

1885. 

Miss  Catherine  FitzPatrick Kansas  City,  Mo. 

Miss  Gertrude  Doherty Louisville,  Ky. 

Miss  Mary  Howard Chatsworth,  111. 

Miss  Christine  Harding Jefferson  City,  Mo. 

Miss  Mary  Williams Wheatland,  Ind.i 

Miss  Jessie  Lytton Wheatland,  Ind. 

Miss  Emma  Francis Bedford,  Ind. 

M iss  Caroline  Crim Bedford,  Ind. 

Miss  Lois  Andrew Paoli,   Ind. 

Miss  Inez  Harris Vincennes,  Ind. 
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1886. 

Miss  Ida  Peabody Assumption,  111. 

Miss  Annie  Breen Loogootee,  Ir.d. 

Miss  Florence  Massey Princeton,  Ind. 

Miss  Mary  Snapp , Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

Miss  Elizabeth  Ferguson Harmony,  Ind. 

Miss  Anna  Filbeck.  ...    . .  .Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

Miss  Nannette  Swint ,  .Booneville,  Ind. 

Miss  Cora  Wells French  Lick,  Ind. 

Miss  Caroline  Newhart Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

Miss  Rose  Francis Bedford,  Ind. 

Miss  Agnes  Fox Logansport,  Ind. 

1887. 

Miss  Cora  Davis Terre  Haute,  Ind. 

Miss  Catherine  Daily Edinburgh,  Ind. 

Miss  Sarah  Lytton Wheatland    Ind. 

Miss  Lulu  Crim    Bedford,  Ind. 

Miss  Minnie  Luther Brazil,  Ind. 

Miss  Nellie  O'Donnell Vincennes,  Ind. 

Miss  Anna  O'Neal.  . Washington,  Ind. 

1888. 

Miss  Georgia  Bearss ,. Peru,  Ind. 

Miss  Grace  Tiernan Terre  Haute,  Ind.. 

Miss  Louise  Willien Terre  Haute,  Ind.. 

Miss  Mary  Korbly Madison,  Ind. 

Miss  Blanche  Kester  Pimento,  Ind. 

Miss  Belle  Sidener Crawfordsville,  Ind.. 

Miss  Jennie  Johnston Bedford,  Ind. 

1889. 

Miss  Alice  M.  Haggerty Terre  Haute,  Ind:. 

Miss  Grace  Gardiner Farmer  City,  111. 

Miss  Marie  Trentman. Fort  Wayne,  Ind. 

Miss  Maud  Berry Vincennes,  Ind. 

Miss  Estelle  K.  Hamilton Clinton,  Ind. 

Miss  Ida  F.  Cleaver .Spencer,  Ind. 

Miss  Mary  B.  Mug ■ Lafayette,  Ind. 
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i  S90. 

Miss  Anna  Miller Omaha,  Neb. 

Miss  Catherine  Tooey Brookfield,  Mo. 

Miss  Bessie  Hill  Milner Sanborn,  Ind. 

Miss  Charlotte  Wright Indianapolis,  Ind. 

Miss  Harriet  Hetheld Normal,  111. 

Miss  Caroline  Caftee   Indianapolis,  Ind. 

1S91. 

Miss  Mary  Breen Loogootee,  Ind. 

M  iss  Frances  Ragor Chicago,  111. 

M  iss  Maude  O' Donnell Covington,  Ky , 

Miss  Mabel  Dittemore Indianapolis,  Ind. 

Miss  Pauline  Goben Crawfordsville,  Ind 

Miss  Anna  Clune , , Indianapolis,  Ind. 
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